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HORNBY^  TRAINS 


ca<n  be  tieiken  to  pieces  e,n<i  i?ebuilt 


Simplicity  is  the  grand  feature  of  the  Hornby  Trains.  All  the  parts  are  standardised  and 
any  lost  or  damaged  may  be  replacpd  with  new  ones. 


J  his  is  No.  1  PASSENGER  SET  with  Loco,  Tender,  and  two  beautifully  enamelled  coaches 
t^oinplete  Set,  35,-.  Locos,  16/-.  Tenders,  3/6.  Extra  Coaches,  6/6  each. 

GOODS  SET,  includes  Loco,  Tender  and  Goods  Wagon,  Set  of  Rails,  including 
a  ^tt.  diameter  circle  and  two  straights.  Complete  set,  25  6.  Locos,  16/-.  Tenders, 
3  6.  AVagons,  3  9. 


This  IS  No.  2  PJLLMAN.  This  Loco  is  larger  and,  together  with  the  Tender,  measures  ITiiis. 
long.  One  Dining  and  one  Pullman  Coach.  Set  of  Rails  making  a  4ft.  diameter  circle. 
Complete  Set,  TO/-.  Locos,  30/-.  Tenders,  4/-.  Coaches,  16 - 

No.  2  GOODS.  Similar  to  Nt).  2  Pullman,  but  with  two  AVagons.  instead  of  Coaches. 
Complete  Set,  45/-.  Wagons,  3/9  each. 


s^s^TRAIMS 

Zulu  Clockwork  Trains  possess  immense  strength  of  construction  in  all  parts  and  are  fitted 
with  line  durable  mechanism.  The  Zulu  Loco  is  excellently  designed  and  finished;  an 
efficient  product  that  will  give  long  and  good  service. 


Passenger  Set,  each  25/-  Goods  Set,  each  18/6 

Passenger  Coaches,  each  5/-  Tenders,  each  2  6 


Locos,  each  lO  6 
^V’agons,  each  3/- 


FREE  TO  BOYS 

This  is  a  new  and  splendidly  illustrated  book  telling  of  all  the  good 
things  which  come  from  Meccanoland,  where  the  best  boys  toys  are 
manufactured.  No  boy  should  be  without  this  wonderful  book. 

HOJV  TO  GET  A  FREE  CORY. 

Just  show  this  page  to  three  chums,  and  send  us  their  names  and 
addresses  with  your  own.  Address  your  letter  to  Dept.  P. 


Hornby  and  Zulu  Trains 
are  Guaranteed 


Meccano  Ltd  :  Binns 
Road  :  Liverpool 
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How  the  Great  Scout  Routed  the  Deadshot  Gang. 
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CHAPTER  1. 

A  Daring  Hold-up. 

“Humph!  Cheerful  reading,  that,  for 
a  man  who’s  just  started  on  a  three 
days’  trip!” 

Senator  Frohmenger  threw  the  copy 
of  the  “New  York  Herald,”  w'hich  he 
had  just  been  reading,  on  the  seat,  and, 
opening  his  cigar-case,  abstracted  a 
green  Havana,  which  he  proceeded  to 
r  light. 

The  gentleman  seated  next  to  him — 
Silas  Masters,  a  banker  from  Illinois — ■ 
picked  up  the  paper  and  perused  the 
article  wdiich  the  senator  had  just 
read. 

“  Yes,”  he  said,  after  he  had  finished, 
“it’s  not  calculated  to  make  anyone  sit 
any  the  easier.” 

“Brutes  of  that  sort  never  do,  sir. 
They  are  chosen  by  the  leader  for  one 
purpose,  and  only  men  of  desperate 
courage,  ready  resource,  and  complete 
indifference  to  the  value  of.  their  own 
or  other  people’s  lives  need  apply  for  a 
position  in  the  ^ang.” 

“And  they  have  been  at  the  game  for 
some  time  now  ?” 

“Nearly  a  twelvemonth,  on  and  off. 
They  first  held  up  a  train  on  the  Santa 
Fe  line.  Got  a  big  haul,  I  am  told. 
Then,  after  two  months,  they  held  up 
the  New  Orleans  Express  this  side  of 
Madison ;  a  week  later  another  train  on 
the  same  line  and  almost  at  the  same 
place,  getting  clean  off  with  two  hun¬ 
dred  thousand  dollars*.  They  were  not 
heard  of  again  till  the  great  robbery  on 
the  Chicago  and  St.  Paul  line  two 
months  ago.” 

“But  is  it  certain  that  it  is  all  the 
work  of  the  same  gang?” 

“Absolutely  certain.  You  saw  what 
it  says  in  that  account?”  "  . 


Masters  picked  up  the  paper  again 
and  slowly  read  out  a  paragraph  from 
the  report  which  they  had  been  discus¬ 
sing  : 

.  “There  can  be  little  doubt  that  it  is 
the  work  of  the  same  gang  that  made 
the  big  haul  on  the  New  Orleans  Express 
nearly  nine  months  ago,  and  success¬ 
fully  ‘  went  through  ’  the  Chicago  Ex¬ 
press  only  two  months  back,  and  cleaned 
out  a  train  not  ten  miles  trorri  Denver 
City  in  the  same  week*.  Not  only  do 
the  descriptions  of  the  men  tally,  but 
they  had^  the  kindness  to  put  up  the 
\  same  notice  in  the  saloon,  to  the  effect 
that  the  business  had  been  well  and 
truly  performed  on  the  orders  of  Colonel 
Deadshot,  the  chairman  of  the  rascally 
association.” 

“  Yes ;  there  doesn’t  seem  to  be  much 
doubt  about  it.  Everything  appears  to 
point  to  its  being  the  same  gang.” 

“Still,  I  don’t  think  we  have  an3dhing 
to  fear  from  them  this  trip,”  chimed  in 
Dr.  Jefferson,  another  traveller  in  the 
“smoker.”  “Tliey  made  a  bold  bid  for 
the  dollars  on  Friday,  but  found  the 
job  unworkable,  and  they  will  scarcely 
venture  another  attack  so  soon.” 

“There  I  can’t  agree  with  vou,”  said 
Frohmenger  sharply.  believe  that 
there’s  just  as  much  liklihood  of  this 
train  being  held  up,  despite  the  fact 
that  the  authorities  have  made  it  as 
safe  as  they  know  how.” 

“Ton  my  word,  senator,”  laughed 
Masters,  “you  are  a  fine  Job’s  com- 
torter .  I  think  I’ll  step  off  at  the  next 
stopping-place,  bank  all  my  valuables, 
and  make  my  will.  For  all  we  know 
some  of  the  gentry  may  be  on  board  at 
this  very  moment,  awaiting  the  sio-nal 

j-o  cut  our  throats  and  go  through°our 
belongings!”  o  ui 
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“Thero  are  more  unlikely  things  than 
that,”  said  the  senator  grimly. 

Two  or  three  of  the  other  passengervS 
now  joined  in,  and  the  discussion 
became  general. 

“It  seems  to  me,”  said  Michael  Dono- 
\^an,  “that  it  rests  a  good  deal  with  the 
passengers  and  conductors  of  the  train. 
It  is  monstrous  that  three  or  four,  even 
a  dozen,  desperadoes  should  terrorise 
ten  times  their  number,  a  large  propor¬ 
tion  of  whom  are  men  who  w^ould  fight 
±0  the  death  under  other  conditions.” 

“  Yes ;  but  few  men  would  be  fool¬ 
hardy  enough  to  resist  after  they  were 
covered.” 

“That  is  so.  And  I’ll  bet,  if  the  cry 
were  to  be  raised  now  that  the  train- 
jumpers  were  on  board,  not  one  man 
out  of  fifty  would  think  of  anything  else 
than  how  best  to  secrete  his  valuables. 
He  wouldn’t  dream  of  resisting.” 

“Well,,  what  would  you  do  ?” 

“The  sam4  as  the  rest,  I  suppose,” 
said  Donovan,  With  a  laugh,  “unless  I 
could  get  a  dozen  good  men  to  back 
me  up.  In  that  case,  I’d - ” 

What  the  valiant  Donovan  would 
have  done  under  those  circumstances  it 
is  impossible  to  say,  for  at  that  moment 
the  train  suddenly  gave  a  tremendous 
jolt  as  the  brakes  were  applied  with  full 
force,  the  whistle  screamed,  the  bell 
clanged,  and,  amid  a  tremend^ous  grind¬ 
ing  and  shrieking  as  the  wheels  skidded 
over  the  rails,  the  western-bound 
express  drew  up  to  a  standstill. 

Cries  and  shouts  rose  from  the  pas¬ 
sengers.  Some  rushed  on  to  the  plat¬ 
forms  to  see  what  was  happening; 
others  sank  back  on  the  seats,  gazing 
breathlessly  at  the  doors,  expecting 
every  moment  to  see  armed  men  appear 
demanding  their  valuables ;  whilst  some 
few  ran  to  the  compartments  at  each 
end  of  the  cars  and  locked  themselves 
in,  hoping  to  escape  the  scrutiny  of  the 
rol3bers. 

“  What’s  the  matter  ?”  shouted  Froh- 
menger  to  one  of  the  conductors  who 
ran  along  the  embankment  by  the  side 
of  the  cars.  \ 

“The  trestle^s  down,”  was  the 
answ'er,  and  Frohmenger,  accompanied 
by  a  number  of  others,  jumped  from  the 
platforms  and  ran  to  the  head  of  the 
train. 


There  a  sorry  sight  met  their  gaze. 
The  engine  was  pulled  up  within  six 
feet  of  a  yawming  chasm,  across  which 
the  line  had  been  carried  on  a  stout 
trestle-bridge.  The  latter  was  now  a 
.  mass  of  charred  and  ruined*  timbers 
which  were  still  smouldering  in  the 
bottom  of  the  gorge. 

The  conductorst  and  engine-driver 
were  talking  together,  but  it  only 
needed  a  glance  to  see  that  the  chances 
of  continuing  the  journey  were  nil. 

The  senator  and  others  who  were  in 
haste  to  get  to  their  destination  stared 
aghast  at  the, ruined  trestle. 

“AVhat’s  going  to  be  done,  Connor?” 
he  cried.  “How  are  w^e  to  get  on .^” 

“There’s  only  one  way,  as  far  as  1 
can  see,”  answered  the  conductor. 
“That  is  to  cross  the  gorge,  wmlk  on  to 
Piwash,  and  telegraph  to  Indian  Head 
for  another  train.” 

“  And  how  long  will  that  take  ?” 

“Two  hours  to  get  to  Piwash,  and 
perhaps  two  or  three  more  before  the 
special  can  arrive.” 

Loud  murmurs  greeted  this  state¬ 
ment,  and  Frohmenger  asked  : 

“And  what  about  this  train?” 

“Oh,  "we  shall  run  back  to  Blue' 
Branch,  stop  the  traffic,  and  report  the  I 
matter.  It’s  a  good  thing  that  the  tim-< 
^bers  are  still  burning,  or  we  might  te‘ 
lyin’  at  the  bottom  of  the  creek.” 

After  a  good  deal  more  talk,  during! 
which  all  sorts  of  schemes  were  proposed . 
for  overcoming  the  difficulty,  it  was- 
decided  that  the  train  and  all  the  pas-i 
sengers  had  better  gcr  back  to  Blue^ 
Branch,  from  wffiich  place  a  wire  could  | 
be  dispatched  to  Indian  Head  asking; 
for  an  emergency  train  to  be  sent  to  i 
Piwash.  The  Blue  Branch  express  would, 
then  return  to  the  ruined  trestle,  and  | 
the  passengers  could  cross  the  gorge  y.tj 
a  fording  place  a  mile  or  two  from  the? 
line,  and  be  picked  up  by  the  einer-- 
gency  train,  wffiich  would  then  carry - 
them  to  their  destination. 

The  express  w^^vs  therefore  started  oni 
the  back  track,  but  it  had  only  gone  a| 
couple  of  miles  when  once  more  the? 
grinding  of  the  brakes  showed  that . 
another^  obstruction  had  been  reached. 
The  train  was  in  a  deep  cutting  at  the  i 
time,  and  two  heavy  pine-trees  were  I 
seen  lying  across  the  rails. 


STARTLINb  DISCOVEBJES. 


Hardly  had  the  train  come  to  a  stand¬ 
still  when  the  passengers  leapt  from  the 
cars  to  find  out  what  had  happened, 

A  moment  later  a  loud  voice  hailed 
them  from  the  top  of  the  high  bank. 

‘‘Don’t  be  alarmed,  gentlemen,”  it 
cried.  “Just  stand  in  a  line  with 
elevated  hands  while  my  friends  inter¬ 
view  you!” 

The  passengers  glanced  up  and  saw 
a  number  of  rifles  pointing  at  them, 
while  the  man  who  had  just  sppken 
stood  in  bold  relief  on  the  bank,  smiling 
at  them  with  the  utmost  unconcern. 

“It’s  Patsy  Leman,  Colonel  Dead- 
shot’s  right-hand  man!”  yelled  one  of 
the  conductors.  “Don’t  show  fight, 
gentlemen.  The  train’s  properly  held 
up,  and  w©  must  make  the  best  of  it.” 

“Wisely  spoken!”  called  the  outlaw. 
“And  wisely  done!”  he  added  as  the 
startled  passengers  raised  their  hands — 
all  except  four,  including  Senator  Fr oil¬ 
men  ger,  who  drew  revolvers  and  seemed 
determined  to  make  a  fight  of  it. 

“  One  shot  from  those  toys  spells  your 
doom!”  cried  Patsy  Leman.  “Drop 
them,  I  say,  and  up  with  your  hands !” 

There  was  no  help  for  it,  and  Froh- 
menger  set  a  sensible  example  by 
repocketing  his  weapon  and  raising  his 
hands. 

The  proceedings  that  followed  were 
typical  of  many  another  hold-up. 
Several  men  slipped  down  the  banks 
and  “went  through”  their  victims  with 
skill  and  expedition.  All  money  and 
valuables  were  taken,  and  the  train  / 
itself  was  rifled  of  anything  in  the  way 
of  booty.  Then,  after  ivarning  the 
despoiled  passengers  not  to  attempt  to 
lemove  the  obstruction  before  a  cer¬ 
tain  time,  the  leader  of  the  gang  blew 
a  whistle,  at  which  signal  his  men 
smartly  climbed  the  high  banks  and 
disappeared. 

It  is  needless  to  repeat  the  remarks 
that  were  then  exchanged  between  the 
unfortunate  victims  of  the  hold-up. 

Senator  Frohmenger  struck  the  most 
philosophic  note  when  he  said  at  last: 

“Well,  we  must  be  thankful  that  no 
lives  have  been  lost.  And  now  to  cut 
out  the  logs  and  get  back  to  Blue 
Branch  as  quickly  as  we  can!” 

It  took  some  time  to  clear  the  line, 
but  at  last  the  train  was  able  to  move 


off  again,  and  returned  to  Blue  Branch, 
carrying  as  disgusted  and  angry  a  crowd 
as  was  ever  likely  to  be  aboard  it. 

CHAPTER  2. 

Startling  Discoverie5. 

“Yes,  it’s  bad  luck.  Bell ;  but  it  can’t 
be  helped.  We  must  alter  our  plans  a 
bit  and  get  down  to  Piwash,  that’s  all.” 

Arty  Bell,  of  the  Wells,  Fargo 
Express  Oo.,  shook  his  head  ruefully  as 
he  stared  at  the  dead  horse  lying  on  the 
rocky  ground  at  his  feet.  % 

The  animal  had  slipped  on  a  loose 
stone,  broken  its  leg  through  the  fall,' 
and  had  been  put  out  of  its  misery  by 
a  merciful  bullet. 

“Bad  luck,  Cody?  It  ain’t  the  name 
for  it!”  he  exclaimed  disgustedly.  “I 
never  lost  a  boss  that  away  before ;  but 
I  reckon  old  Lincoln  was  gittin’  a  bit 
too  old  for  such  work.  That  puts  a  stop 
to  our  business  this  trip,  anyway.” 

“Not  necessarily,  sonny.  It  can’t  be 
more  than  five  miles  to  the  line,  and 
you’ll  be  able  to  get  a  fresh  animal 
somewhere  around  Piwash.” 

“I’d  like  to  know  where!  There’s  no 
bosses  in  that  part  of  the  country  as 
I  know  of.  Reckon  I’ll  have  to  train  it 
back  to  Indian  Head  and  get  old  man 
Peters  to  fix  me  up.” 

“Well,  we  shan’t  mend  matters  by 
staying  here.  Shift  your  trappings  and 
put  them  up  behind  me.  We’ll  take  it 
in  turns  to  foot  it,  and  the  sooner  we 
start  the  better.” 

Arty  Bell  soon  unfastened  the  cinch 
and  shifted  saddle,  bridle,  and  blanket 
off  the  dead  horse,  placing  them  behind 
Buffalo  Bill.  Then,  lighting  a  long 
cheroot  to  console  him  on  the  way;  he 
trotted  off  by  the  side  of  the  scout’s 
horse  in  the  direction  of  Piw^ash. 

After  a  couple  of  miles  had  been 
covered  in  this  way,  Cody  took  his  turn 
at  trotting  by  the  side  of  the  horse,  and 
so  the  journey  was  accomplished. 

The  station  at  Piwash  consisted 
merely  of  three  small  frame-buildings, 
one  of  which  was  the  booking-office, 
telegraph-office,  baggage-room,  and 
store  combined.  The  second  was  the 
stationmaster’s  and  operator’s  house, 
and  the  third  the  place  where  the  lines¬ 
men  lived. 
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It  was  the  duty  of  the  latter  to  in¬ 
spect  the  line  daily  for  a  certain  dis¬ 
tance  on  both  sides  of  the  station, 
keeping  the  ties  and  metals  in  proper 
order,  and  guarding  against  washouts, 
fires,  treefalls,  or  any  other  obstruc¬ 
tions  which  might  possibly  endanger 
the  safety  of  the  trains. 

It  so  happened  that  the  three  men  on 
whom  this  duty  devolved  had  been 
busied  in  repairing  the  section  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  station  to  where  the 
trestle  lay,  though  they  had  run  over 
that  part  in  the  morning  and  found  it 
in  good  order. 

Iney  had  just  returned  ’from  their 
work  when  Cody  and  Arty  Bell  arrived. 

The  coming  of  the  two  caused  a  little 
mild  excitement,  for  it  was  not  often 
that  riders  came  in  to  Piwash  from  the 
hills,  as  they  generally  made  for  Blue 
Branch  or  Indian  Head,  where  there 
were  saloons  and  stores,  to  say  nothing 
of  fairly  decent  hotel  accommodation. 

Clem  Myers,  the  operator,  came  out 
of  his  office  to  speak  to  them. 

‘‘Lost  a  hoss?’^  he  inquired  as  his 
eyes  fell  on  BelTs  equipment  strapped 
on  Buffalo  Bill’s  horse.  “How  did  you 
manage  that 

“The  brute  fell  and  broke  a  leg.  Is 
there  any  chance  of  getting  one  round 
here?”  asked  Cody. 

“Waal,  Sam  Cobb  has  two  over  at 
Beaver  Creek ;  but  I  guess  he’s  not 
giving  them  away.  Reckon  you’d 
better  be  goin’  on  to  Indian  Head. 
You’ll  get  all  you  want  there.” 

“  When  will  the  train  be  in  ?” 

“  She’d  oughter  bin  in  twenty  minutes 
ago.  She  was  signalled  through  from 
Blue  Branch  right  enough.” 

“They’ve  probably  been  stopped  by  a 
fall  of  rock  or  something.  That’s  a 
dangerous  cutting  two  miles  below  the 
long  trestle.” 

“  Shoo !  That  cuttin’s  all  safe  enough. 
Ain’t  bin  a  fall  there  fer  three  months 
or  more.” 

“More  likely  they’ve  bin  held  up  by 
Colonel  Deadshot’s  gang,”  said  one  of 
the  linesmen,  with  a  laugh.  “It’s  jest 
about  time  fer  thim  to  show  up  in  this 
neighbourhood.  The  colonel  ain’t 
favoured  us  with  his  attentions  so  far.” 

Buffalo  Bill  and  Arty  Bell  looked  at 
each  other. 


“No,  an’  he  ain’t  likely  to,  neither,” 
said  Myers.  “It’s  a  bit  out  of  his  beat 
I  fancy.”  ’ 

“What  do  you  say,  Arty?”  asked 
Buffalo  Bill  of  his  companion.  “Shall 
we  go  back  to  Indian  Head  or  go  down 
and  see  if  we  can  induce  friend  Cobb  to 
part  with  one  of  his  team?” 

“I  vote  for  Beaver  Cteek  alTthe  time, 
Bill.  I’ve  no  wish  to  go  back  to  the 
town  and  have  the  thirty-mile  trip  to 
do  all  over  again.  Anyway,  it  will  fill 
up  the  time.  How  far  is  it?”  he  asked 
Myers. 

“Not  more’ll  a  mile  down  through  the 
timber.  Keep  along  the  track  there. 
You  can’t  miss  it.” 

The  two  passed  on  over  the  line  and 
down  the  tracks  Myers  and  the  lines¬ 
men  standing  and  watching  them  out 
of  sight. 

“  That  was  a  coincidence,  if  jmu  like !” 
laughed  Buffalo  Bill  as  soon  as  they 
were  out  of  hearing.  “And  I  shouldn’t 
bo  surprised  to  hear  that  the  linesman’s 
remark  was  a  good  bit  nearer  the  truth 
than  he  had  any  idea  of.” 

“In  that  case  we’ve  got  to  get  fixed 
up  with  a  hoss,  if  I  have  to  steal  it!” 
answered  Arty  Bell.  “Anyway,  I’m 
certain  our  information  is  correct,  and 
if  the  great  Deadshot  and  his  gang  ain’t 
held  the  train  up  they’re  not  twenty 
miles  way  from  this  place.” 

“We’ll  hope  not,  Arty.  It’s  over  a 
month  since  we  got  on  the  trail.  It 
would  be  too  bad  to  get  so  near  only  to 
find  that  he’d  made  another  successful 
haul  and  gone  off  as  before.” 

They  soon  came  to  Beaver  Creek;  and 
Cody  said : 

“Here  we  are,  Arty.  The  place 
doesn’t  look  over-promising.” 

Before  them,  in  a  clearing  at  the  side 
of  a  mountain  stream,  stood  a  low  log 
cabin,'  and  another  close  by  wdiich  was 
evidently  the  stable.  There  was  no  sign 
of  the  owner,  and  no  one  responded  to 
the  calls  of  the  two  men. 

Arty  Bell  ran  to  the  stable  and  threw 
open  the  door. 

“Never  mind  the  man.  Bill,”  he  called 
out.  “Here’s  one  of  the  bosses,  any 
w’ay,  an’  as  it’s  no  time  to  stand  on 
ceremony  I’ll  take  the  liberty  of  exer¬ 
cising  it  a  little.  I’ll  just  write  a  note 
telling  Cobb  I’ve  got  it,  and  will  leave 
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a  roll  of  notes  tip  at  the  depot,  which  he 
can  keep  if  we  don’t  return  the  bronc.” 

The  Wells,  Fargo  agent  quickly  wrote 
the  note  and  placed  it  where  it  could  be 
easily  seen.  Then,^  as  he  was  busily 
strapping  the  saddle  on  to  the  horse, 
an  exclamation  from  Buffalo  Bill 
stopped  him. 

‘‘Look  there,  Arty.  That’s  a  big  lot 
of  tracks  toVbe  made  by  two  hotses. 
Let’s  hav^  a  look  at  them.” 

The  scout  jumped  from  his  saddle, 
and  the  two  went  over  the  ground  like 
a  couple  of  hounds  trying  to  pick  up 
the  scent. 

“There  are  ah  least  half  a  dozen 
different  trails  here,”  declared  Buffalo 
Bill.  “Myers  said  there  are  no  other 
settlers  round  these  parts  with  horses. 
Then  what  are  these  doing  in  this  out-' 
of-the-way  place?” 

“They  are  fresh,  too,  Bill.  Not  more 
than  five  or  six  hours  old,  I  should  say.” 

Buffalo  Bill  nodded  and  led  the  way 
down  the  hill  along  the  bank  of  the 
stream,  where  the  tracks  were  plainly 
visible.  The  prints  of  the  hoofs  pointed 
both  ways,  showung  that  the  party  of 
horsemen  had  ridden  up  and  gone  off 
in  the  same  direction. 

“We’ll  get  our  horses  and  follow  a 
piece,”  he  said.  “It  will  be  interesting 
to  see  where  they  came  from.” 

Having  procured  their  steeds  the  two 
men  followed  the  tracks  for  nearly  a 
mile.  Then  Cody  halted  suddenly. 

I  “Ah!  here  it  is  I”  he  exclaimed. 
“That  is  the  old  trail  which  brought 
them  up  to  the  log  cabin,  and  this  is 
where  they  have  ridden  off,  almost  at 
right  angles.” 

He  gazed  at  the  sun,  which  was 
already  getting  low. 

'“Almost  due  east,  Arty.  That  would 
take  them  down  to  the  bend  just  below 
the  big  trestle.  By  Jupiter !  this  is 
getting  interesting,  and  your  misfor¬ 
tune  of  this  morning  may  prove  the 
luckiest  thing  that  could  have  hap- 
I^ened.'” 

Leaving  the  old  trail,  they  went  along 
the  second,  crossing  the  stream,  and 
threading  their  way  through  the  tim¬ 
ber,  which  grew  thick  and  heavy  on  the 
sloping  hill. 

The  direction  changed  again  slightly, 
and  at  last  the  trail  brought  them  out 
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by  the  side  of  the  gorge  across  which 
the  line  had  been  carried  by  the  trestle- 
bridge. 

Seeing  that  the  way  was  now  too 
rough  for  the  horses,  they  left  the 
animals  well  concealed  in  the  bushes 
and  made  their  way  towards  the  bridge. 

Suddenly  Buffalo  Bill  stopped  and 
pointed  ahead,  whilst  a  low  whistle 
broke  from  him. 

“By  thunder!”  cried  Ar.ty  as  he 
looked  where  the  scout  pointed. 
“They’ve  fired  the  trestle!” 

Both  men  rushed  to  the  side  of  the 
gorge  and  peered  over,  expecting  to  see 
the  wreck  of  the  train  lying  at  the 
bottom. 

“Thank  Heaven,  they  didn’t  go  to 
that  length !”  said  Buff  Mo  Bill  as  they 
saw  nothing  but  the  ’mountain  torrent 
foaming  far  beneath  them.  “But  it’s 
serious  enough,  Arty.  The- train  must 
have  pulled  up  in  the  nick  of  time,  and 
then  started  on  the  back  track,  only  to 
be  held  up  in  the  cutting  lower  down. 
It  is  probably  at  a  standstill  now  not 
far  away,  and  we  may  be  of  some 
service.” 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer  he 
turned  and  ran  back  to  where  the 
horses  had  been  left. 

To  cross  the  gorge  at  that  point  w^as 
out  of  the  question,  and  they  would 
have  to  go  down  to  the  ford  where  the 
Deadshot  gang  must  have  crossed  over. 

^  A  ride  of  ten  minutes  brought  them 
to  it,  and  having  crossed  they  rode  fast 
along  the  well-defined  trail  till  they 
reached  the  line.  They  soon  came  to 
the  point  where  the  train  had  been 
again  stopped.^  But  now  the  place  was 
deserted.  Train,  passengers,  and  train- 
jumpers  had  disappeared,  though  the 
signs  of  their  presence  w^ere  plain 
enough. 

For  some  time  Buffalo  Bill  and  Arty 
Bell  went  up  and  down,  reading  the 
story  of  the  stoppage  and  the  subse¬ 
quent  departure  of  the  train  as  only 
skilled  men  could.  But  at  last  the 
approaching  darkness  warned  the  scout 
that  if  they  wanted  to  follow  the  trail 
of  the  robbers  they  had  little  time  to 
spare.  It  was  easv  to  see  which  way 
tfiev  had  gone,  for  certain  tracks  led 
back  into  w^oa  to  where  the  horses 
had  been  tethered.  After  that,  how- 
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ever,  it  becamo  a  more  difficult  matter, 
as  the  tracks  divided. 

“We’ve  got  tO'  give  it  up  for  the 
night,  Arty,”  said  the  scout.  “We 
might  follow  any  of  these  tracks  for  a 
short  time,  but  it’ll  be  dark  in  a  few 
minutes  now,  and  there’s  no  necessity 
to  waste  time.  We’ve  got  one  of  the 
lot  on  the  string,  and  if  we  can  make 
him  talk  it  may  save  a  lot  of  trouble.” 

“Sam  Cobb,  you  mean  replied  the 
other. 

Buffalo  Bill  nodded. 

“  W  e’ll  go  back  to  Piwash  and  inter¬ 
view  that  gentleman.  It’ll  probably  be 
a  little  surprise  for  him,  and  he  may 
give  the  whole  thing  away.” 

“And  there’s  just  a  chance  that  we 
may  tumble  up  against  some  of  the  rest 
of  the  crowd  at  his  place,”  said  Bell. 

“No,  I  hardly  think  that.  They  will 
have  scattered,  and  we  must  rely  on 
the  trails  back  there  to  help  us.’i 

Back  accordingly  they  went,  making 
their  way  without  difficulty  to  Sam 
Cobb’s  location,  only  to  find  the  place 
empty  and  deserted  as  it  had  been 
before.  There  seemed  nothing  better 
to  do  than  for  one  of  them  to  remain 
there  and  await  the  man’s  return,  while 
the  other  went  on  to-  the  station  at 
Piwash  and  reported  what  they  had 
found  out. 

Buffalo  Bill  decided  to  remain,  and 
the  Wells,  Fargo  agent  went  on  to  the 
station. 

CHAPTER  3. 

Arty  in  a  Tight  Corner. 

On  arriving  at  Piwash  Arty  Bell 
found  the  place  in  a  state  of  commotion. 
The  wires  liad  been  at  work  from  Blue 
Branch,  and  an  emergency  train  had 
come  in  from  Indian  Head.  A  number 
of  men  stood  round  the  operator,  who 
was  receiving  more  messages  from  Blue 
Branch. 

Nobody  saw  Arty  arrive  until  he  was 
close  to  the  building.  Then  a  linesman 
turned  round  at  the  sound  of  the 
horse’s  tread. 

Bell  dismounted  and  moved  in 
amongst  the  crowd,  but  the  linesman 
began  to  whisper  excitedly  to  those 
around,  who  stared  in  a  startled  manner 
at  the  newcomer. 

“Hallo,  boys!”  said  Arty  as  he 


reached  the  operator.  “You’ve  found 
out  somethin’  of  what  has  happened, 
then.  I  came  on  in  case  you  were  still 
in  the  dark.  You’ve  heard  about  the 
hold-up  .^” 

Myers  started  as  he  saw  who  was 
.  speaking,  and  nudged  his  nearest  neigh¬ 
bour  in  a  meaning  way. 

“Yes,”  he  answered,  “we’ve  heard 
about  it;  but  I  guess  there’s  some  folks 
about  that  could  tell  us  a  lit,tle  more’ii 
w^e  know.” 

“That’s  what  I  came  back  for.” 

•  Arty  drew  Myers  aside. 

“AVhere’s  Sam  Cobb?”  he  whispered. 

“Sam  Cobb?”  repeated  Myers,  half- 
drawdng  away.  “  What  d’you  want 
with  Sam  Cobb?” 

He  said  the  name  out  loud,  and  a 
big,  burly  man  pushed  up  through  the 
others. 

Then  Arty  Bell  noticed  that  the 
people  gathered  round  were  looking  at 
him  in  no  friendly  way. 

“AVere  yioii  askin’  fier  Sam  Cobb, 
young  feller?”  cried  the  burly  man. 
“  ’Cause  if  so,  that’s  my  handle,  and  I 
ain’t  afraid  to  own  it.” 

The  man’s  hand  was  at  his  belt. 
There  was  trouble  brewdng,  and  Bell 
saw  he  must  act  promptly.  His  revol¬ 
ver  suddenly  covered  Sam,  but  at  that 
instant  two  men  leaped  on  the  AYells, 
Fargo  agent  from  behind.  A  rope,  was 
twisted  round  his  arms,  and  almost 
without  a  struggle  on  his  part  he  was 
trussed  up  like  a  chicken. 

“Ha,  ha!”  roared  Sam  Cobb. 
“Blamed  ef  that  wasn’t  the  neatest 
little  bit  I  ever  saw!  So,  Mr.  Train- 
jumper,  you’ve  jest  walked  into  the 
trap,  have  yer?  Where’s  that  hoss  he 
was  ridin’  ?”  \ 

The  animal  w^as  led  forward  amidst  a 
.  confused  babel  of  voices. 

“By  Jimini!  you  are  right,  Myers. 
It’s  my  hoss,  as  you  kin  see  for  your¬ 
self.  By  thunder!  you’ve  got  some 
brass !”  he  continued  furiously,  turning 
to  Arty  Bell.  “Most  men,  after  robbin’ 
the  train  and  stealin’  a  hoss,  would 
have  got  away  as  fur’s  they  could,  an’ 
not  come  nosin’  roun’  in  the  very  place 
again!  What  are  w^e  goin’  to  do  with 
him,  boys?” 

So  far  Arty  Bell,  astounded  at  this 
totally  unexpected  attack,  had  been  un- 
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able  to  ma.ke  liimself  heard,  and  now 
he  saw  that  his  position  was  hy  no 
means  an  enviable  one.  Not  a  soul  in 
the  place  knew  him.  His  assertions  as 
to  who  he  was  w^ould  never  be  believed. 
But  his  coolness  did  not  desert  him  in 
this  tight  comer. 

“Yes,  Sam,  that’s  your  hoss  right 
enough.  I  took  him,  as  I  was  in  need 
of  him,”  he  said,  eyeing  the  threaten¬ 
ing  faces  calmly.  “  If  you’ll  go  or  send 
to  your  shack,  you’ll  see  that  I  left  a 
note  for  you,  telling  you  where  to  find 
him  or  his  value  in  notes.” 

“That’s  a  lie!”  roared  Sam'  Cobb. 
“I’ve  on’y  jest  got  back  fr’m  ther 
shack,  and  there  weren’t  no  note  as  I 
see.  Thar  was  signs  in  plenty  that  you 
an’  your  pals  had  bin  there,  an’  you 
c’u’d  toiler  their  trail,  I  reckon,  plum’ 
to  the  railway.” 

Sam’s  sta>tement  was  received  with  a 
shout  by  the  crowd,  and  things  began 
to  look  very  serious. 

“Look  here,  boys!”  cried  Bell.  “It 
seems  to  me  as  if  you  are  likely  to  make 
as  big  a  mistake  as  ever  you  did  in 
!  your  lives.  I’m  down  in  these  parts 
for  a  special  purpose — the  hunting  down 
of  the  very  gang  you  speak  of.  I  lost 
my  hoss  in  the  hills  and  came  here  with 
'  my  friend,  as  Myers  will  tell  you,  to 
find  out  where  I  could  get  another.  He 
t  told  me  of  Sam  Cobb  here,  and  we  went 
to  his  shack,  only  to  find  that  he  was 
;  not  there.  He  had  left  a  horse  in  the 
'  stable,  and  I  took  it,  writing  a  note,  as 
I  have  said,  to  tell  him  where  to*  apply. 
I  and  i5jy  friend  then  followed  the  trail 
'  Sam  mentioned  just  now  right  to  the 
railway,  and  found  that  the  big  trestle 
had  been  burnt  and  the  tr^^in  held  up 
some  distance  below.  We  saw  the 
trails  left  by  the  robbers  as  they-  got 
away  from  there.  It  was  too  dark  to 
follow  them  up;  so  we  came  back  to 
'  report,  and  here  I  am.” 

I  “  An’  where’s  your  friend,  then  ?” 

'  cried  several  men  at  once. 

'  “He’s  stoppin’  down  at  Sam’s  shack, 
and  if  you  want  to  find  I  am  tollin’ 

*  facts,  go  and  see  him.  Soilie  of  you 
'  oughter  know  him.” 

“Who  is  he.^^” 

“Buffalo  Bill,  the  scout.”' 

At  that  name  a  visible  change  came 
the  crowd.  They  knew  perfectly 


well  that  any  man  travelling  with 
Buffalo  Bill  was  as  sound  as  a  church.- 

“And  who  are  you.^” 

“I.^^  Oh,  I’m  just  Arty  Bell,  of  Wells, 
Fargo  Company,  travellin’  in  the  in¬ 
terests  of  the  firm  an’  their  clients.” 

“A  very  likely  story,  an’  well  thought 
out,  I’ll  say  that  for  it,”  sneered  Sam 
Cobb.  “But  I  happen  to  know  that 
Buffalo  Bill’s  down  in  New  Mexico  with 
General  Miles,  so  that  don’t  wash.” 

Arty  laughed. 

“  Your  information  is  at  fault  for 
once,  Sapi.  Anyway,  it  won’t  take 
more’n  a  few  minutes  to  find  out 
whether  I  am  right  or  wrong.  You  tell 
some  of  the  gents  how  to  get  to  your 
crib,  and  they’ll  soon  put  the  matter 
straight.” 

The  news  that  the  famous  scout  was 
in  the  neighbourhood  excited  the  crowd 
a  good  deal.  Some  of  the  raihvay 
officials  from  Indian  Head  were  among 
them,  and  they  begged  Sam  Cobb  to 
lead  the  way,  though  that  worthy  per¬ 
sisted  that  the  story  was  all  bunkum. 

“We  ought  first  to  put  this  joker 
where  he  can’t  do  no  harm,”  he  cried. 
“  He’s  gitting  us  away  so’s  he  can  have 
a  chance  to  escape.  We’d  ought  to 
make  sure  of  him,  anyway.” 

This  was  agreed  to,  and  Arty  Bell 
was  securely  locked  up  in  the  caboose 
of  the  train,  whilst  a  dozen  men  went 
off  to  Sam’s  location. 

Patiently  the  Wells,  Fargo  agent 
waited,  knowing  that  he  w^ould  be  re¬ 
leased  the  moment  Cody  turned  up. 

At  last  he  heard  tiie  sound  of  the 
returning  men.  There  w^as  a  confused 
noise  of  voices  asking  and  answering 
questions,  then  an  angry  shout,  the 
sound  of  hurrying  steps;  the  door  of 
the  caboose  was  thrown  open,  and  Sam 
Cobb,  with  several  others,  sprang  in, 
seized  Bell,  and  roughly  dragged  him 
outside,  where  his  appearance  was 
greeted  with  a  storm  of  yells. 

Another  man  threw  a  noose  round 
his  neck,  and  cast  the  other  end  round 
a  beam  in  one  of  the  station  buildings. 

“Now,  then,  you  lyin’  thief,”  cried 
Sam,  “we’ll  jest  show  you  how  w^e  treat 
men  of  your  sort  once  w^e  catch  them.” 

“Hold  hard  for  a  moment,  boys;*! 
don’t  understand.  Where’s  Buffalo 
Bill?” 
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Wher€<  I  said  he  was,  of  course,” 
answered  Sam,  with  an  oath.  These 
other  folks  half-believed  your  yarn  till 
I  took  ’em  dovm  to^  the  shack.” 

“And  Buffalo  Bill  wasn’t  there. 

“Wasn’t  there?”  repeated  Sam. 
“  No,  siree;  you  may  stake  your  bottom 
dollar  on  that.  You  proved  yourself  a 
doublet-dyed  liar,  for  the  , place  was  as 
empty  as  a  used-up  whisky-keg,  an’  now 
you’ve  got  ter  swing.  .Pull  on  it, 
boys.” 

CHAPTER  4. 

In  the  Train»Jumpers’  Camp, 

Buffalo  Bill,  left  to  himself  at 
Cobb’s  location,  had  no  intention  of 
giving  himself  away  in  case  of  the 
i-eturn  of  the  proprietor  and  possibly 
half  a  dozen  of  his  presumed  friends, 
the  train-jumpers. 

The  scout  had  been  mixed  up  with 
this  sort  of  people  too  long  to  give  them 
any  undue  advantage,  and,  though  he 
did  not  expect  that  the  train-jumpers 
had  remained  in  the  neighbourhood,  he 
retired  with  his  horse  to  the  safety  and 
seclusion  of  the  timber  on  the  other  side 
of  the  clearing. 

Cody  had  not  been  in  his  hiding-place 
more  than  ten  minutes  when  he  heard 
the  cry  of  a  coyote  coming  from  the 
opposite  side. 

The  scout  was  instantly  on  the  alert, 
his  trained  ear  telling  him  that  it  was 
but  an  imitation  that  he  heard ;  and, 
sure  enough,  after  two  minutes  he  saw 
a  couple  of  men  appear  from  the  bushes 
and  creep  along  towards  the  house. 

They  stopped  first  at  the  stable  and 
looked  in ;  but  seeing  it  empty  came  on 
to  the  shack,  and,  after  listening  for  a 
moment,  peered  in  at  the  open  door. 
Then  they  both  went  in,  and  a  gleam 
of  light  flashed  out  as  one  of  them  lit 
a  match  and  then  the  lantern. 

“That  can’t  be  Sam  Cobb.”  thought 
Buffalo  Bill.  “  He  would  liardly  ap¬ 
proach  his  own  shack  so  cautiously.  I’ll 
see  if  I  can  get  a  look  at  the  two  for 
^future  use.” 

Slipping  round  through  the  trees  a 
little,  till  he  W'as  more  behind  the 
shaeki  he  ran  noiselessly  across  the 
open  space  and  peei'ed  in  at  the  window. 

The  two  men  were  seated  at  the 
rough  table  examining  a  couple  of  fat 


pocket-books  with  eaddent  relish.. 
Neither  of  them  was  known  to  the? 
spout.  They  were  both  well-groomedt. 
good-looking  fellows;  but  a  reckless,, 
devil-may-care  expression  in  their  faces, 
told  that  they  would  be  no  sticklers  iiii 
whatever  they  undertook. 

One  of  them  pulled  out  a  small  roll; 
of  notes  from  his  pocket,  and,  going: 
over  to  a  cupboard  in  the  corner,  stowed 
the  roll  behind  a  pile  of  groceries,  shutj 
the  dopr,  and  came  back  to  his  coin-- 
p  an  ion. 

“  ’Tain’t  no  use  to  wait  any  longer, 
Dave.  Sam’ll  know  where  to  look  for* 
'  the  notes.  He’s  most  likely  gone  up  to( 
the  station  to  put  ’em  ofl  the  scent. 
Let’s  git.” 

The  one  addressed  as  Dave  rose,  re¬ 
placing  the  pocket-book  in  his  breast- ^ 
pocket,  and  said : 

“Not  such  a  bad  haul,  after  all  Don. 
The  old  nran  shared  out  pretty  liberal 
to-night,  eh  ?” 

“  So  he  ought  to.  The  safe  held  over 
two  hundred  thousand,  and  some  of  the 
passengers  were  well  lined,  too.  Come 
along,  or  we’ll  miss  them*” 

He  put  out  the  lantern,  and  they  left 
the  shack  and  went  off  in  t^e  direction 
whence  they  had  come. 

Buffalo  Bill  waited  till  they  had  en¬ 
tered  the  timber,  and  instantly  gained 
the  trees  himself,  working  round  so  as 
to  come  behind  them.  This  he  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  doing,  but  only  to  hear  them 
riding  off.  However,  they  could  not  go 
at  any  pace  through  the  trees  in  the 
dark,  and  he  had  little  trouble  in  catch¬ 
ing  them  up  and  following  th^fn  down 
through  the  woods. 

It  would  have  been  easy  for  Cbdy  to 
hold  up  these  two  men,  for  they  were 
entirely  at  his  mercy,  but  in  so  doing 
he  would  perhaps  miss  the  chance  of 
seeing  the  prime  mover  in  the  whole 
business;  therefore,  as  that  was  the 
great  object  of  his  present  mission,  he 
was  content  to  follow  them. 

On  went  Dave  and  Don,  as  the  two 
men  had  called  each  other,  up  hill  and 
down,  till’ even  the  iron  muscles  of  the 
scout  began  to  feel  the  strain  of  keep¬ 
ing  up  with  the  horses.  He  felt  tempted 
to  give  up  the  task  and  return  for  his 
own  horse  and  follow  the  trail,  as  soon 
as  it  wasi  light  enough,  with  Arty  Bell. 
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But>  there  was  always  the  hope  that  the 
rest  of  the  gang  'would  soon  be  met, 
which  would  amply  repay  him  for  all  his 
trouble.  - 

And  thankful  enough  he  was  for 
keeping  on  when  at  last  the  two  halted, 
and  the  same  cry  he  had  heard  before 
echoed  through  the  w'oods.  It  Avas 
ansAvered  almost  directly  from  some  dis¬ 
tance,  and  the  tAv^o  men  continued  their 
.Av^ay  after  repeating  the  cry. 

lliey  Av^ere  noAv  in  a  small  valley 
nestling  between  tAVo  well- wooded 
slopes,  and  at  the  far  end  a  camp-fire 
Avas  burning.  Several  figures  moved 
about,  and  as  Buffalo  Bill  got  nearer 
he  saw  that  half  a  do2en  horses  were 
feeding  close  by. 

The  men  he  had  followed  trotted  over 
the  short  turf  towards  the  camp,  the 
scout  keeping  to  the  trees.  As  he  got 
nearer  he  saAV,  to  his  disappointment, 
that  the  camp  Avas  at  some  little  dis¬ 
tance  from  the  timber,  so  that,  though 
he  could  see  fairly  well,  he  would  not 
f  be  able  to  hear  very  much.  'Still,  he 
was  'thankful  for  small  mercies,  and 
had  no  difficulty  in  taking  up  a  position 
which  commanded  the  place. 

There  were  six  men  besides  the  two 
he  had  followed.  /  The  latter  received  a 
boisterous  welcome,  and,  after  seeing  to 
the  comfort  of  their  animals,  sat  down 
to  partake  of  the  camp  fare  which  was 
waiting  for  them.^ 

Buffalo  Bill  scrutinised  every  face 
there,^  but  had  to  acknowledge  that  he 
was  just  as  wise  as  he  was  before. 
Whether  or  not  Colonel  Deadshot  Avas 
present  he  could  not  determine.  If  he 
were,  the  men  treated  him  as  one  of 
themselves,  all  of  them  being  on  the 
best  of  terms  with  one  another. 

After  a  time  a  pack  of  cards  was 
produced,  and  they  gathered  round  a 
large  flat  stone  for  a  game,  after  heap- 
ing  up  a  quantity  of  dry  wood  on  the 
fire.  By  the  extra  light  thus  given 
Buffalo  Bill  saAv  that  at  least  four  of 
the  men  were  disguised,  though  it  was 
so  cleverly  done  that  detection  ’  was 
almost  impossible. 

After  playing  cards  for  an  hour  one 
after  another  wrapped  himself  in  his 
blanket  and  lay  down  to  sleep. 

One  man  was  left  On  guard,  '  but  he 
too,  succumbed  to  the  fatigues  of  the 


day,  and.  after  sitting  bolt-upright  fcr 
half  an  nour,  rolled  gently  oA^er  and 
slept  as  soundly  as  the  others. 

Now  was  ^  Buffalo  Bill’s  chance. 
Rising  as  noiselessly  as  a  shadow,  ho 
crept  right  into  the  .camp  where  the 
saddles  were  lying.  Three  of  them  had 
saddle-bags  attached,  and  one  of  these 
he  lifted  away  and  carried  "to  where  the 
horses  were  tethered.  One  of  the 
animals  allowed  him  to  place  the  saddle 
m  position,  and  he  coolly  returned  for 
another.  This  also  he  placed  on  a 
second  horse,  and  a  third  time  he  re- 
turned.  He  w^as  just  lifting  the  third 
saddle  from  the  ground  when  the  man 
Avho  had  been  left  on  guard  stirred  anri 
roiled  over,  but  fortunately  did  not 
Avake. 

Buffalo  Bill  placed  his  booty  in  posi¬ 
tion,  and  then  started  to  untether  all 
the  animals  He  was  in  the  middle  of 
tills  work  when  a  sound  coming  from  up 
the  valley  made  him  pause.  He  lis- 
tened  for  a  moment.  No,  he  was  not 
mistaken.  It  Avas  a  rider  coming  up  the 
va  ley^  at  a  gallop.  That  Avas  the  verv 
direction  he  had  intended  to  take,  and 
now  h©  was  between  tli©  oncomino’ 
horseman  and  the  gang.  It  would  be 
easy  enough  for  him  to  escape,  but  how 
about  the  horses.?  He  must  and  would 
take  those  which  he  had  saddled,  for  he 
telt  convinced  that  a  good  part  of  the 
plunder  was  in  the  bulging  saddle-bags. 

Rapidly  the  scout  cut  the  other 
horses  free,  and,  tying  the  reins  of  the 

together,  ho  gained  the 
saddle  of  the  outside  animal ;  then 
riving  the  five  unsaddled  beasts  before 
nim^  no  moved  away  toAvards  the  on¬ 
coming  rider. 

^  behind  him  made  him  look 

round.  One  man  was  awake  and  had 
missed  the  horses.  Next  moment  all 
sprang  to  their  feet,  an  armful  of  dry 
sticks  was  thi'own  on  the  nearly  dead 
fire,  and  by  the  light  that  suddenly 
blazed  np  they  saw  the  animals  moving 
down  the  valley.  ^ 


j-ne  moment  Buffalo  Bill  heard  th( 
shout  he  struck  the  horses  hard  to  ur2:( 
them  aAvay.^  At  that  instant  the  ridei 
came  galloping  towards  him. 

“What’s  wong?-- shouted  the  man. 

Ine  chief  is  in  danger!’*  veiled  tb# 
scout.  “Go  to  hia  hejpl”.  ^'euea  tin 
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The  inan  swung  away  and  dashed 
onwards  to  the  camp,  whilst  the  startled 
horses,  now  nearly  wild  with  terror, 
tore  down  the  valley.  / 

Buffalo  Bill  could  hear  the  sound  of 
furious  shouting  and  the  crack,  crack 
of  rifles,  several  bullets  humming  j^ast 
him  as  the  gang  fired  up  the  valley. 

The  shouts  soon  died  away  in  the  dis¬ 
tance,  but  soon  after  the  scout  was  cer¬ 
tain  that  he  was  being  follow^ed.  He 
was  in  a  bit  of  a  fix,  as  he  was  un¬ 
acquainted  with  that  part  of  the  hills. 
Still,  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to 
go  on,  and  leave  the  horses  to  find  their 
owm  road. 

CHAPTER  5. 

"  Buffalo  Bill  Baffled, 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  thud 
of  the  pursuer’s  horse..  The  animal  was 
certainly  far  speedier  than  the  one 
•  Buffalo  Bill  was  riding. 

The  scout  unslung  his  rifle,  though  he 
knew  that  any  shooting  would  be  more 
or  less  guesswork  unless  the  man  got 
within  a  few  yards.  But  why  shoot  at 
all?  This  man,  whoever  he  w^as,  w^as 
certainly  one  of  the  gang.  Why  not 
take  him  along,  too,  with  the  recovered 
treasure  ?  It  was  one  against  on©,  and 
Cody  did  not  doubt  which  w^ould  win 
in  an  encounter. 

He  left  the  centre  of  the  valley  and 
made  for  the  fringe  of  timber,  glancing 
back  to  see  if  he  could  spot  the  pursuer, 
but  the  darkness  was  too  great. 

As  soon  as  he  reached  the  trees  he 
halted  his  three  horses,  the  others  con¬ 
tinuing  at  a  gallop  up  the  valley.  Then 
he  jumped  from  the  saddfe  and  waited. 
A  few  moments  more  and  the  man  and 
horse  appeared,  racing  past  hardly 
twenty  yards  from  him.^ 

Buffalo  Bill  fired,  and  the  horse 
leaped  in  the  air,  falling  heavily  and 
hurling  the  rider  to  the  ground.  Be¬ 
fore  he  could  recover  himself  the  scout 
jran  forward  and  sternly  ordered  him  to 
throw  up  his  hands. 

The  fellow^  did  so,  seeing  that  he  was 
at  the  scout’s  mercy,  and  Buffalo  Bill 
quickly  disarmed  him  and  secured  him 
•with  his  own  belt. 

“Now,  step  lively  for  the  trees 
there  1”  he  ordered,  the  man  again 
•obeying  him  without  a  word. 
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In  another  minute  Buffalo  Bill  had 
forced  him  to  mount  one  of  the  horses, 
secured  his  feet  under  the  cinch,  and, 
mounting  himself,  continued  up  the 
valley. 

Presently  the  man  turned  to  him  and 
gruffly  asked  wdiat  ho  'svas  going  to  do 
with  him. 

“Ihn  taking  you  on  to  Piv/ash  now, 
my  friend.  What  your  ultimate  fate 
wdll  be  has  nothing  to  do  wdth  me. 
You  can  probably  guess  it  yourself.” 

“To  Piwash?”  exclaimed  the  prisoner. 
“What  in  thunder  is  you  goin’  to  Piwash 
for?  Who  are  you,  anj^way?” 

“That  you  will  find  out  later  on,”  re- 
turned  Buft'alo  Bill.  “The  thing  that  is 
more  to  the  point  is,  who  you  are  and 
wdio  are  your  confederates.” 

The  man  burst  into  laughter. 

“Waal,  ef  this  don’t  beat  everything! 
Don’t  tell  me  you  is  Buffalo  Bill.” 

“That’s  my  name,  for  all  that,”  re¬ 
plied  Buffalo  Bill,  taken  aback  at  the 
man’s  behaviour  and  his  knowledge  of 
his  own  identity. 

“An’  here  I’ve  bin  thinkiiT  all  the 
time  I  was  caught  by  one  of  that  gang,” 
laughed  the  other.  “You  are  the  very 
man  I  w^as  after  when  I  tumbled  on  to 
that  hornets’  nest  ’way  back  there — 
leastways,  I  had  hoped  to  meet  up  wdth 
you.  I  was  going  on  my  w^ay  to  Indian 
Head  to  save  your  friend  Arty  Bell.’’ 

“Arty  Bell!”,  cried  Buffalo  Bill. 
“What’s  the  matter  with  him?” 

“Waal,  he’s  in  a  pretty  bad  fix.  Ho 
w^ent  back  to  Piw^ash,  an’  the  folks  there 
don’t  know  him,  an’  sw^ear  he’s  one  o 
ther  train-jumpers.  He  said  you  was 
down  at  Sam  Cobb’s  place,  but  thej^ 
sent  to  see,  and  you  w^asn’t  there,  an 
Sam  swore  that  Arty  had  stolen  Ins 
boss,  an’  the  crow'd  w’as  for  stringin  the 
little  cuss  right  aw^ay,  on’y  he  begged 
that  they  w^ould  wmit  till  someone  coulcl 
be  sent  to  speak  for  him.  There  was 
no  one  he  knew  nearer  than  Indian 
Head,  an’  I  offered  to  go  an’  fetch  him. 

Buffalo  Bill  had  to  acknowledge  to 
himself  that  the  man’s  story  soundeU 

plausible.  ^ 

“But  how  'did  you  come  to  follow  me 
iust  now  ?  ”  he  asked.  “  Hiis  is  not  the 
way  to  Indian  Head.  If  your  business 
wms  so  urgent,  w-hy  didn’t  you  take  to 
the  w’oods,. w’hen  you  escaped  the  men 
just  now,  and  ride  round?” 
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^  '‘Xow  you’re  talkin’  to  make  me  feel 
nght  down  mean,  Cody.  I  was  skeert. 
There  ain’t  two  ways  about  it.  My 
boss  turned  round  an’  bolted  when  those 
or ’nary  cusses  started  shootin’,  an’  I 
jes’  kep’  r minin’.” 

“Well,  all  you  say  may  bo  true 
enough,  but  I’m  not  taking  your  word 
for  it,  all  the  same  for  that.  We’ll  just 
get  on  to  Piwash.  ’  If  what  you  say  is 
true,  then  I  shall  be  able  to  speak  for 
Arty  Bell  and  save  you  the  long  run  to- 
Indian  Head.  ” 

“^That’s  the  way  to  talk,  Cody.  I 
ain’t  got  nothing  to  say  against  that. 
I  don’t  blame  you  for  not  takin’  it  all 
fer  gospel,  an’  the  sooner  we  get  to 
Piwash  the  better  it’ll  please  me. 
You’re  cornin’  a  bit  outer  the  road, 
though,  now.  We  shan’t  hit  it  this 
'route.  You  oughter  turn  up  here  and 
get  back  a  piece.” 

"Here  again  Buffalo  Bill  found  it  im¬ 
possible  to  say  whether  the  man  was 
right  or  wrong.  In  following  the  train- 
jumpers  he  had  noted  the  direction,  and 
left  numerous  marks  on  the  trees  whi(?h 
would  enable  him  to  find  his  way  back 
to  Piwash  by  daylight.  But  in  escap- 
ing  from  them  he  had  come  long  past 
the  place  where  they  had  entered  the 
valley,  and  it  would  be  impossible  to 
pick  up  the  trail  in  the  dark. 

‘'How  long  will  it  take  to  reach 
Piwash  from  here.^^”  he  asked. 

“A  matter  of  four  hours,  if  you’re 
goin’  to  travel  like  this.  Ef  you  was  to 
cut  these  animiles  loose,  so’s  we  c’u’d 
go  quick  througih  the  trees,  I  c’u’d  show 
you  how  to  do  it  in  about  three.” 

This  would  have  had  to  be  done,  any- 
way,  as  it  was  impossible  for  the  horses 
to  go  abreast  through  the  close-growing 
timber,  and  Buffalo  Bill  quickly  made 
the  change. 

“Now,  look  here,”  he  said,  “I’ve  got 
to  get  back,  and  I’m  willing  to  give  yen' 
a  chance  for  your  life.  If  you  can  guide 
me  to  Piwash,  all  well  and  good;  but 
if  you  think  of  trying  to  fool  me  on  the 
road,  I  shall  not  hesitate  to  shoot  you. 
Go  first,  and  I’ll  follow  with  th^  third 
horse  in  lead.” 

He  unstrapped  the  man’s  arms  so  that 
he  could  guide  his  steed,  but  left  his 
feet  tied,  despite  the  other’s  protesta¬ 
tions. 

“It  won’t  hurt  you  to  remain  so  for 


a  short  time,  and  IVe  no  wish  to  lose 
your  company  just  yet.  By  the  way, 
ghat’s  your  name?” 

“Andy  Jones,  of  Piwash  Creek.  You 
mought  perhaps  have  heard  of  me?” 

“Not  that  I  remember;  but  get  on 
now,  and  don’t  forget  that  I’m  behind 
you.” 

Andy  made  a  grimace  as  if  he  scarcely 
relished  the  idea,  whistled  cheerfully  to 
his  horse,  and  guided  it  up  out  of  the 
valley  into  the  timber. 

For  some  time  they  travelled  silently 
through  the  woods,  now  turning  to  the 
right  and  now  to  the  left,  to  ride  round 
some  impossible  bit,  but  gradually 
making  a  course  to  the  north-west,  and, 
so  far  as  Buffalo  Bill  could  judge,  quite 
in  the  direction  of  Piwash. 

Suddenly  Andy,  who  had  been  look¬ 
ing  carefully  about  for  some  time,  half- 
pulled  up. 

“Here  we  is !”  he  cried.  “This  is  the 
track  to  Piwash.  We  struck  it  a  bit 
further  down  than  I  meant  to,  but  it 
don’t  make  no  odds.” 

Buffalo  Bill  looked  round  and  recog¬ 
nised  the  place.  There  were  two  great 
pines  growing  close  together  that  he  had 
noted  as  he  followed  the  gang.  But 
what  troubled  him  was  the  fact  that  he 
remembered  that  these  trees  were  not 
very  far  from  the  outlaws’  camp — not 
more  than  a  mile. 

You  d  best  be  getting  on  again, 
Andy,  and  don’t  make  too  much  lip- 
music,  ’’he  said.  “Hurry  now!” 

Yndy  looked  surprised,  but  turned 
without  a  word  and  continued  his  w’ay. 

.twenty  paces  further  on,  without  the 
slightest  'warning,  three  rifles,  one  right 
ahead,  the  others  on  each  side,  broke 
"  fbe  stillness  with  their  sharp  reports. 

Buffalo  Bill’s  horse,  hit  by  a  bullet, 
turned  sharp  round  and  bolted  back 
nearly  dismounting  the  scout  as  it 
swept  under  the  branches  of  a  tree,  and 
compelling  him  to  drop  the  line  by 

which  he  had  been  leading  the  third 
horse. 


In  the  momentary  glance  he  had  he 
^aw  Andy  fall  forward  as  if  struck  dead, 
file  next  instant  he  himself  was  tea^'- 
ing  madly  through  the  trees,  saluted  bv 

b^him 

Vainly  he  endeavoured  to  master  his 
runawaj''  horse.  The  animal  was  uu- 
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manageable  for  the  time,  and  the  scout 
had  all  he  could  do  to  keep  from  being 
dragged  from  the  saddle  by  the  inter¬ 
lacing  branches.  As  it  was,  his  face 
and  hands  were  badly  torn.  Ho  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  pulling  the  animal  up  just  as 
they  reached  the  edge  of  the  timber, 
but  at  the  same  moment  the  horse 
quivered  violently,  staggered  forward, 
and  fell  dead.  The  bullet  had  done  its 
work. 

Ckxly  reached  the  ground  safely  just 
as  a  man  dashed  from  the  bushes,  order¬ 
ing  him  to  surrender. 

Tlie  scout’s  answer  was  a  bullet  which 
dropped  the  fellow  in  his  tracks,  and 
Buffalo  Bill  sprang  back  amongst  the 
trees  as  another  man  ffred  at  him. 

The  train-jumpers  were  now  after  him 
with  a  venegeance,  and  he  had  great 
difficulty  in  getting  away.  A  dozen 
times  he  was  nearly  trapped,  and  the 
spiteful  flashes  of  the  revolvers  or  rifles 
alone  guided  him  away  from  them.  But 
he  was  now  in  his  element,  and,  unhit 
himself,  he  winged  two  or  three  of  the 
enemy,  and  gradually  worked  away 
from  them  till  the  pursuit  died  out. 

Disgusted  that  all  his  scheming  should 
have  resulted  in  so  little,  the  scout 
decided  that  the  best  thing  he  could  do 
would  be  to  lie  low  until  daylight  and 
then  make  his  way  to  Piwash  Station, 
calling  at  Sam  Cobb’s  place  en  route  and 
getting  the  horse  wffiich  he  had  left 
tethered  in  the  timber  close  by  the 
shack. 

CHAPTER  6. 

A  Set-back  for  Sam  Cobb.  —  Cody’s 

Reappearance. 

“Pull  on  it,  boys!”  shouted  Sam 
Cobb  as  he  grasped  Andy  Bell,  when  a 
cry  from  Myers,  who  at  that  moment 
rushed  from  the  operating-room,  made 
them  hold  their  hands. 

“  Guess  we’ve  made  a  mistake,  boys  !  ” 
he  cried,  forcing  his  way  through  to 
Arty  Bell’s  side,  and,  despite  an  angry 
remonstrance  from  Sam  Cobb,  throwing 
the  rope  off  his  neck. 

“This  gentleman’s  all  right!”  he  con¬ 
tinued.  “I  thought  I’d  jest  make  sure, 
so  I  telegraphed  through  to  Indian 
Head  and  on  to  Denver.  The  answer 
has  just  come  through,  and  tallies  with 
all  he  has  told  us.” 


‘‘That’s  all  verv  well,  flyers,”  cr’od 
Sam  Cobb,  “but  how  do  you  laiow  this 
joker  didn’t  know  all  them  facts,  and 
is  usin’  them  to  cover  his  own  actions? 
He  stole  my  hoss,  that’s  a  moral,  and 
Well’s,  Fargo’s  people  don’t  gin’rally  do 
that  sort  o’  thing  !” 

“Ho  gave  you  a  good  reason  for  it, 
Sam,  and  if  anyone  is  to  blame  it  should 
be  me,  for  I  put  hini  on  to  your  place. 
Anyway,  the  description  tallies,  an’ 
there  ain’t  no  sort  of  doubt  that  he  and 
Buffalo  Bill  were  makin’  for  these  very 
parts  on  the  information  that  they  had 
got  about  the  train-jumpers.  ” 

“If  that’s  so,  where’s  the  scout, 
then?”  retorted  Sam  Cobb. 

“Reckon  that’s  his  affair,  Sam.  Prob¬ 
ably  while  we’ve  been  tryin’  to  kill  his 
pard  he’s  tumbled  up  against  some  clue, 
and  has  follow^ed  the  robbers  into  the 
hills.  Your  blamed  foolishness  may 
have  spoilt  the  wdiole  thing,  and  just 
when  he  needed  Bell  most  you’ve  bin 
tryin’  to  stretch  his  nock!” 

“I  ain’t  the  on’y  one  as  was  on  to 
him!”  roared  Sam  furiously.  “I’d  got 
somethin’  up  against  him,  and  you  w’cre 
ready  enough  to  back  me  up.  I  ain’t 
satisfied  now  that  he  ain’t  a  hoss-thief 
and  a  train-jumper,  too  ;  but  if  you  all 
don’t  mind  havin’  him  as  a  pard,  why, 
you’re  W'elcome  !  ” 

He  shouldered  his  w*ay  angrily 
through  the  small  crow-d,  reached  the 
horse  which  Arty  had  borrow^ed,  and 
w’as  just  about  to  ride  aw^ay  on  it  w  hen 
the  agent  called  to  him. 

“I’m  sorry  to  stop  you,  friend  Sam,” 
said  Bell,  “but  if  it  ain’t  askin’  too 
great  a  favour,  would  you  mind  allowdn’ 
me  to  keep  my  saddle?” 

A  roar  of  laughter  came  from  the 
crowd,  who  w^ere  now  as  anxious  to  bo 
friendly  with  the  agent  as  they  had  been 
to  hang  him. 

“I’ll  see  you - ”  began  Sam  blus- 

teringly;  but  the  sight  of  Arty’s  revol¬ 
ver,  W'hich  had  been  handed  back  and 
w'as  now  pointing  unconifortably 
straight  for  his  head,  made  him  think 
better  of  it.  ^ 

“Oh,  wxll,  have  it  your  own  , 

he  muttered  as  he  slowdy  dismounted 
and  unstrapped  the  saddle. 

A  further  request  that  the  bridle 
might  also  be  left  was  likewise  satisfied, 
and,  scowling  at  the  grinning  crowd, 
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i  tlie  'discomfited  man  strode  off,  leading 
his  horse  by  the  ear. 

“Thanks,  boys,  for  all  your  kind  ah- 
tcntions  this  evening,”  cried  Arty  Bell. 
“  I  ain’t  bearin’  no  malice, i  and  should 
probably  have  acted  the  same  in  your 
place.  But  this  business  has  been  a 
serious  thing  for  me;  an’  our  friend 
Myers  probably  hit  the  nail  on  the  head 
ivhen  he  said  that  Cody  was  wantin’  me. 
I  ain’t  sayin’  nothing  about  our  friend 
Sam  Cobb,  neither.  He  may  be  all 
right,  but  the  tracks  of  the  train- 
jumpers  were  all  round  his  shack,  and 
that’s  where  I  left  Buffalo  Bill.  If  he 
wasn’t  there  when  you  went  to  find  him 
he’s  got  on  to  that  which  needed  par¬ 
ticular  attention  elsewhere,  and  if 
you’ll  excuse  me  I’ll  just  get  right  away 
i  down  there  myself.” 

“Can  we  be  of  any  help.^”  shouted 
I  half  a  dozen  voices, 
i  “Not  this  time,  boys,  thank  you.  If 
-things  are  as  suspect,  I’ll  have  to  play 
pretty  close,  an’  more’n  one  ’u’d  be  a 
crowd.” 

!  So  saying,  Arty  slung  his  rifle  across 
’  his  back,  ran  across  the  line,  and  was 
}  soon  lost  to  view. 

I  The  crowd  waited  about  the  station, 
i  talking  over  all  they  knew  of  the  day’s 
L  doings. 

i  The  emergency  train  was  kept  waiting 
■with  steam  up,  ready  to  run  out  to  the 
^  ruined  trestle  and  take  on  the  passen- 
f  gers  from  the  other. train  as  soon  as  it 
!  returned  there  from  Blue  Branch. 

Wearily  the  hours  passed.  Myers’s 
home  offered  few  helps  to  passing .  the 
'  time,  and  most  of  the  men  gradually 
retired  to  the  seats  in  the  tram,  there 
to  doze  away  the  time  till  news  came 
that  the  Blue  Branch  train  had  arrived. 

At  last,  some  time  after  sun-up,  a 
linesman  and  two  passengers  appeared, 
saying  that  the  delayed  express  had  re^ 
turned  to  the  trestle. 

The  emergency  train  was  accordingly 
run  down  to  the  place,  and  after 
another  considerable  delay  the  baggage 
and  mail  were  carried  across  the  gorge, 
the  passengers  took  their  seats,  and 
their  interrupted  journey  was  con¬ 
tinued. 

At  Piwash  a  halt  was  made  to  take 
on  more  baggage,  and  just  as  the  signal 
had  been  given  to  start  the  train  a  loud 
shout  came  from  the  other  side  of  the 


line,  and  Buffalo  Bill  was  seen  hurrying 
towards  them. 

“Hold  hard!”  cried  Myers  to  the 
conductor:  ^‘that’s  Buffalo  Bill  cornin’ ! 
He’ll  maybe  want  to  go  on  with  you !” 

At  the  sound  of  that  name  the  pas¬ 
sengers  crowded  out  to  welcome  the 
famous  scout,  some  of  them  knowing 
him  well.  But  they  had  hard  work  to 
recognise  in  the  man  who  walked  to¬ 
wards  them  the  smart,  soldierly  scout. 
They  saw  a  man  whose  clothmg  and 
face  bore  the  marks  of  severe  handling. 
Where  the  branches  had  struck  Buffalo 
Bill  the  blood  had  spread  over  his  face 
and  shirt,  the  latter  being  torn  in 
several  places.  But,  though  he  looked 
in  a  bad  way,  his  rapid  and  easy  walk¬ 
ing  proved  that  little  real  damage  had 
been  done. 

“Good-morning,  boys!”  he  cried  as 
several  ran  forward  and  shook  him  by 
the  hand.  “I  w'^as  afraid  I  should  miss 
the  train  and  have  to  wait  till  this 
evening.  Ah,  Major  Scott,  you  here ! 
And  you,  Frohmenger  !  You’ve  been 
having  lively  times,  eh.^” 

“Just  a  little,  Cody,  and  I  think  we 
may  pretty  safely  say  that  you’ve  been 
doing  ditto.” 

“Yes;  I’ve  had  a  look  in,”  laughed 
the  scout.  “I  ran  into  the  gang  and 
had  a  knock  at  them.  But  the  circum¬ 
stances  were  too  strong  for  me,  and  I 
had  to  quit.  Where’s  Arty  Bell?”  he 
added,  turning  to  Myers — “the  man 
that  came  in  with  me  last  evening?” 

“There  was  a  slight  misunderstanding 
about  him,”  answered  Myers,  “and  he 
left  in  the  night  to  hunt  you  up.” 

He  quickly  told  Buffalo  Bill  what  had 
taken  place,  and  the  scout  showed  some 
surprise  and  anger.  But  he  admitted 
that  allowance  must  be  made  for  the 
s^te  of  public  feeling,  and  that  ip  the 
circumstances  the  mistake  was  not 
surprising. 

What  seemed  to  trouble  him  was  the 
fact  that  ^  Arty  had  gone  off  towards 
Sam  Cobb’s  location,  and  had  not  since 
been  seen. 

“I  called  in  there  just  now,”  he  said, 
“as  I  had  left  my  horse  close  by.  But 
the  animal  was  not' there,  and  the  place 
was  all  shut  up.  Sam  Cobb’s  no;t  to  be 
trusted,  Myers,  and  if  he  shows  up  here 
again  hold  him  up  and  stick  to  him  ” 

“Then  you  think  your  fj^iend  Arty 
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Bell  has  again  got  into  trouble  with  the 
man?’^  asked  Major  Scott. 

“I  do,  .and  I  more  than  suspect  that 
Sam  Cobb  is  in  league  with  the  train- 
jumper5».  But  it  is  useless  to  try  to 
catch  them  in  these  parts  now.  They 
have  gone,  you  may  be  sure  of  that, 
and  if  we  want  to  catoli  them  it  won't 
be  in  this  section.” 

“And  what  do  you  propose  to  do?’^ 

“Go  with  you  to  Indian  Head  first, 
and  then  probably  on  to  Denver.” 

“Ajad  your  friend.^” 

“Well,  I  must  leave  him  for  the  pre¬ 
sent.  If  he  is  still  alive  he  will  be  with 
the  train- jumpers,  and  by  finding  them 
we  shall  rescue  him.” 

“Well,  you  know  best,  Cody,”  said 
Frohmenger,  who,  in  common  with 
several  other's,  thought  that  the  scout 
seemed  rather  cold-blooded  over  the 
business.  “Only  it  seems  to  me  that 
w’G  ought  to  try  to  find  him,  and  if  I 
can  be  of  any  assistance  I  will  willingly 
volunteer  to  accompany  you  in  the 
search.  ” 

A  number  of  others  said  the  same, 
but  Buffalo  Bill  assured  them  that  it 
was  hopeless  to  try. 

“The  men  have  gone,  and  are  twenty 
miles  away  by  this  time,”  he  declared ; 
“and  we  might  just  as  well  sit  here  as 
try  to  follow  them  now!” 

“Then  it  is  useless  to  delay  the  train 
any  longer,”  cried  the  conductor.  “'Take 
your  seats,  gentlemen,  and  we’ll  be  off.” 

Buffalo  Bill  entered  the  “smoker” 
with  Frohmenger,  the  major,  and 
several  others,  entertaining  them  during 
the  journey  with  a  description  of  his 
experiences  till  the  train  steamed  into 
Indian  Head,  where  most  of  the  passen¬ 
gers  alighted  to  stretch  their  legs,  as 
there  was  to  be  half  an  hour’s  wait  ere 
it  proceeded!  to  Denver. 

Cody,  sitrrounded  by  his  friends,  was 
standing  at  the  far  end  of  the  platform 
when  two  men  came  from  the  gateway 
and  walked  towards  the  first-class  car. 
His  eyes  flashed  as  he  saw  them,  but 
beyond  that  he  gave  no  sign,  but  con¬ 
tinued  his  conversation  with  the  others. 

After  a  time  the  scout  walked  slowly 
along  to  the  telegraph-office  and  dis¬ 
patched  a  message  to  Piwash  addressed 
to  “A.  B.,”  to  be  called  for.  Then  he 
rejoined  the  others. 


^^I’ve  decided  to  go  on  to  Denver  with 
you,”  he  said,  “and  if  you’ve  no  ob¬ 
jection  we’ll  take  our  places  at  once.” 

He  led  the  way  to  the  smoker  at  the 
rear  of  the  sleeping-car,  and  watched 
the  crowd  from  the  window.  Another 
man,  with  his  arm  in  a  sling,  caine 
through  the  gate  just  as  the  conductor 
was  shouting  to  the  passengers  to  take 
their  seats.  The  man  strolled  along 
past  the  first-class  car,  raising  his  hat 
twice,  and  entered  the  car  beyond  as 
the  bell  rang  and  the  train  began  to 
move  slowly  out  of  the  station. 

Buffalo  Bill/  Senator  Frohmenger, 
Silas  Masters,  and  Major  Scott  sat  close 
together  and  talked  pleasantly  during 
the  long  run  to  Denver.  Several  stops 
were  made  at  small  wayside  stations, 
but  none  of  the  passengers  left  the 
train  until  Denver  was  reached.  Here 
most  of  them  alighted,  and  Buffalo  Bill 
satisfied  himself  that  the  three  men  he 
had  noticed  at  Indian  Head  were 
amongst  the  number.  He  had  no  diffi¬ 
culty  in  following  them  through  the 
crowded  streets  of  the  great  city  as  far 
as  the  Occidental  Hotel,  which  they 
entered  and  registered  their  names. 

CHAPTER  7. 

5trange  Doings  at  Piwasli. 

^  Thkee  days  later  Clem  Myers  was 
sitting  by  himself  in  the  little  kitchen 
at  Piwash  Station,  discussing  the  con¬ 
tents  of  a  stewpan  which  gave  out  a 
most  appetising  smell.  Tlie  sun  had 
just  set,  and  he  got  up  to  light  the 
lamp,  when  a  gentle  tap  at  the  door 
made  him  turn,  to  see  it  slowly  open, 
and  the  face  of  Arty  Bell  peered  round 
at  him. 

“For  the  land’s  sake,”  cried  Myers, 
thoroughly  startled,  “where  on  eartli 
have  you  sprung  from 

Arty  Bell  did  not  answer,  but  crept 
in  and  closed  the  door  carefully  behind 
him.  Then  he  waited  till  I\lyers  had 
lighted  the  lamp. 

“That’s  better,”  exclaimed  the  Wells, 
Fargo  agent.  “Shoo!  that  stew  smells 
good  to  a  famishing  man!” 

“Sit  down  and  git  outside  it!”  cried 
Myers,  struck  with  the  lean  and 
haggard  appearance  of  the  man. 

Arty  needed  no  second  bidding,  bu^’- 
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tvent  for  the  stew  and  flap-cakes  as  if 
he  had  tasted  no  food  for  a  week.  Not 
a  word  did  .he  say  till  the  pan  was 
empty  and  he  had  disposed  also  of  the 
greater  part  of  a  squash  pie  which 
Myers  produced  from  the  cupboard. 
Thenj  with  a  long  sigh  of  content,  he 
leaned  back  in  his>  chair. 

^^Any  letters  he  asked. 

^^Nary  letter;  but  there’s  a  message 
addressed  to  ‘  A.  B.,’  which  I  reckon  is 
meant  for  you.” 

Myers  went  out,  returning  with  the 
paper  containing  the  message  sent  by 
Buffalo  Bill.  Arty  read  it  and  tore  it 
up,  then  said : 

‘^Seen  anything  of  Sam  Cobb?” 

“No;  he  ain’t  shown  up  since  that 
night.” 

“  Trestle  mended  ?” 

“Tliey’ve  got  a  gang  workin’  night 
and  day  at  it,  and  the  foreman  tells  ine 
the  line  will  be  open  to-morrow.” 

“  Business  slack,  then  ?” 

“You  bet  it  is.  We’re'  runnin’  as 
usual,  the  passengers  and  stuff  being 
carried  over  on  a  temporary  foot-bridge 
to  the  connecting  train ;  but  I  reckon 
people  ai'e  scared  off  a  bit.  Where’ ve 
you  been?” 

“Where  I  shouldn’t  advise  you  to 
go,”  replied  Arty, .  chuckling.  “I’ve 
been  where  I  ain’t  had  a  square  meal 
since  you  saw  me  last,  an’  scarcely  a 
wink  of  sleep.  Can  you  get  me  through 
to  Denver?  The  stationm aster  expects 
to  hear  from  me.  Jest  wire  through 
that  ‘  Well-go  ’  wants  him,  in  case  one 
of  the  other  boys  is  at  the  instrument.” 

Myers  got  up  and  went  into  the  office, 
and  after  four  or  five  minutes’  delay 
called  Bell  to  him. 

“Hoskins  is  at  the  instrument  now. 
What’s,  the  mess  a,gei  ?  ’  ’ 

“  I’ll  send  it  through  myself,  if 
you’ve  no  objection,  Myers,”  said  Arty  ; 
and  as  the  operator  maMe  way  for  him 
he  sat  down  and  sent  a  long  message 
which  made  the  listening'  Myers  open 
his  eyes  with  surprise. 

“There!  that’ll  do  for  a  bit.  He’ll 
have  to  find  Cody  and  let  him  know 
before  I  can  get  an  answer.  Reckon 
that’ll  take  half  an  hour  or  more,  and 
v>'e  may’s  well  take  a  hand  at  poker 
meanwhile,” 

ilyers  was  burning  with  curiosity  and 


the  desire  to  question  the  little  man, 
but  Arty  was  so  obviously  unwilling  to 
talk  that  he  got  out  the  cards  and  the 
game  was  started. 

At  last  the  telegraph  call  came,  and 
Arty  installed  hfmself  at  the  instru¬ 
ment,  the  clicking  of  which  told  Myers 
that  Buffalo  Bill  was  at  the  other  end. 

Brief  congratulatiions  on  Arty’s 
escape  and  the  work  he  had  done 
passed  between  them,  and  then  they 
started  off  on  what  was  simply  a  series 
of  puzzles  tO'  Myers.  He  gathered  that 
it  had  to  do  with  the  train-jumpers, 
but  beyond  that  he  could  not  make  head 
or  tail  of  the  matter.  The  two  used  a 
sort  of  code  language  which  completely 
confused  anyone  unacquainted  wdth  it. 

At  last  the  two  had  finished  all  thev 
wished  to  communicate  to  one  another, 
and  Arty  Bell  turned  away  from  the 
instrument  with  a  broad  grin. 

“  Guess  there’s  goin’  to  be  some  lively 
time§  round  here  shortly,  Myers. 
Whatever  happens,  keep  your  mouth 
shut  till  you  hear  from  me  again.  So- 
long!” 

He  picked  up  his  hat  and  passed  out 
through  the  door  before  Myers  could 
answer,  leaving  that  "worthy  staring 
after  him  in  open-mouthed  surprise. 

Myers  sat  pondering  over  the  affair 
for  half  an  hour  or  so,  when  he  thought 
he  heard  a  step  outside,  and  was  just 
running  to  the  door,  half-expecting  to 
see  Arty  Bell  standing  there,  when  a 
rough  voice  ordered  him  to  throw  up  his 
hands,  and  turning  as  he  did  so  he  saw 
the  face  of  Sam  Cbbb  peering  at  him 
through  the  little  window  over  the 
barrel  of  a  revolver. 

“Stay  just  as  you  are,  pnrd !”  growled 
the  man..  “Someone  wants  to  talk  to 
you  for  a  spell.*"' 

Next  moment  the  door  opened  and 
three  men  walked  in.  They  were 
fairly  well  dressed,  but  their  appearance 
denoted  that  they  had  been  camping 
out  in  rough  style  for  a  few  days. 

One  of  them  walked  up  to  Myers  and 
relieved  him  of  a  pistol  which  he  always 
carried^  forced  him  down  into  a  chair 
and  quickly  secured  him  to  it.  * 

“Iveiep  an  eye  on  him,  Bam!”  he 
called ;  5^  and  see  no  one  comes  near  the 
place  without  giving  us  warning.  Come 
-  along,  boys.” 
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Tlie  other  two  men  followed  him  into 
the  office  and  shut  the  door. 

Myers  heard  the  faint  click  of  the 
telegraph  instrument.  He  strained  his 
ears  to  catch  the  sounds,  but  they  were 
scarcely  audible,  and  he  could  only 
make  out  disjointed  words.  Still,  they 
were  enough  to  tell  him  that  the  men 
had  got  through  to  Denver  and  sent 
some  message,  presumably  to  one  of 
their  friends.  There  was  a  lengthy 
pause,  and  then  the  click  of  the  instru¬ 
ment  began  again. 

Disoonnected  words,  such  as 
horses,’’  ^  “mail,”  “to-morrow,” 
“freight-train,”  and  a  number  of  others 
that  conveyed  no  meaning  reached 
Myers’s  ears,  and  when  at  length  the 
clicking  ceased  he  was  really  no  wiser 
than  at  the  commencement. 

Tlien  the  door  of  tlie  office  opened  and 
the  thr^^  men  reappeared,  looking 
quite  satisfied  with  their  work. 

“Now,  Myers,”  said  the  man*  who 
had  previously  addressed  him,  “you  are 
to  accompany  my  friends,  and  I  am 
going  to  stay  here  in  your  place.” 

Turning  to  the  others  he  added : 

“  Don’t  lose  sight  of  this  joker  for  a 
single  instant.  Once  he  gives  the 
alarm  the  game  is  spodt.” 

They  nodded  in  reply,  and  Myers  was 
freed  from  the  chair ;  but  his  arms  were 
secured  behind  him.  Then  he  was 
taken  outside,  where  they  were  joined 
by  Sam  Cobb,  who  grinned  broadly  as 
he  came  up  to  the  operator. 

“Groin’  to  talie  a  shoiii  holiday,  eh, 
Myers  ?”  he  chuckled.  “  Well,  we’ll  try 
to  give  you  a  good  time.” 

Myers  did  not  answer.  Wlien  they 
reached  the  place  where  the  men  had 
left  their  horses  he  was  lifted  on 
to  the  back  of  one,  and  Sam  secured 
his  feet  under  the  saddle. 

He  and  the  others  then  mounted  and 
rode  rapidly  away  through  the  woods, 
the  bridle  of  Myers’s  horse  being  held 
by  Sam. 

CHAPTER  8. 

Arty  Bell  at  Work, 

Meanwhile,  what  had  become  of 

Arty  Bell.^ 

To  explain  his  sudden  .reappearance 
at  Piwash  it  is  necessary  to  go  back 
/or  a  moment  to  the  time  when  he  had 
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been  released  from  his  dangerous  posi¬ 
tion  by  the  timely  interference  of  Clem 
Mye^rs.  He  followed  straight  down 
afte(r  Sam  Cobb,  but  the  latter  had 
mounted  and  ridden  bareback  down  to 
liis  shack,  saddled  up,  and  gone  off  at 
a  gallop  to  the  woods.  Arty  Bell 
accordingly  found  the  place  completely, 
deserted,  and  was  for  once  unable  to 
make  up  his  mind  what  to  do. 

It  was  useless  to  think  of  hunting  for 
Buffalo  Bill  till  daylight.  There  seemed 
nothing  for  it  but  to  remain  wlieie  he 
was  on  the  chance  of  the  scout’s  return¬ 
ing.  Too  wary  to  remain  in  the  shack, 
however,  he  hid  among  the  trees,  where 
he  was  surprised  to  Ind  Cody’s  horse 
tethered. 

Shortly  after  dawn  a  figure  moved 
from  the  bushes  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  clearing,  and  the  next  moment  Arty 
was  greeting  Buffalo  Bill. 

“Gosh!  but  I’m  glad  to  see  you, 
pard!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  was  begin¬ 
ning  to  think  that  you’d  run  up  ag’in’ 
trouble.” 

*^So  I  did,  Arty — a  wliole  pile  of  it. 
Had  the  whole  game  in  my  hands,  and 
made  a  mess  of  it  I” 

He  told  all  that  had  happened,  and 
Arty  Bell  had  little  difficulty  in  recog¬ 
nising  Sam  Cobb  as  the  man  Buffalo 
Bill  had  made  prisoner,  and  who  had 
given  his  name  as  Andy  Jones. 

“He’s  a  bad  egg,  Cody.  You  bet  he 
was  goin’  to  warn  the  gang  when  you 
tumbled  across  him,  and  then,  takin’ 
advantage  of  your  ignorance  of  the  lie 
of  the  land,  led  you  back  to  ’em.” 

“That  was  his  idea,  no  doubt;  but 
now  we  must  try  to  fool  them.  Sam 
Cobb  is  the  man  to  watch.  His  share  of 
the  plunder  was  placed  in  the  shack, 
and  he’s  certain  to  return  for  it.  When 
he  does  you^  must  track  him  and  find 
out  where  Ha  confederates  are,  for  no 
doubt  he  will  go  back  to  them.  I  shall 
go  on  to  Denver,  which  some  of  them 
are  pretty  sure  to  make  for.  In  that 
way  we  shall  keep  an  eye  on  both  ends 
of  the  string,  and  if  we  don’t  corral 
them  inside  of  a  week  I’ll  give  them 
leave  to  shoot  me.” 

Arty  Bell  agreed  that  this  was  likely 
to  prove  a  good  plan,  so  Buffalo  Bill 
left  him  his  horse  and  returned  to 
Piwash,  as  wo  have  seen. 


auty  bell  at  work. 


It  is  n<3'odl€SS  to  recount  all  tlie  little 
agent’s  experiences  during  the  iiext 
three  days.  Sam  Cobb,  as  Buffalo  Bill 
had  foreseen,  paid  a  visit  to  the  shack, 
and  then  returned  to  the  train-jumpers’ 
camp,  closely  followed  by  Arty. 

The  little  agent  stuck  to  them  like  a 
burr,  but,  -being  without,  provisions, 
had  a  terribly  hard  time  of  it. 

Time  after  time  the  camp  was  moved, 
as  the  men  w^ere*  evidently  nervous,  but 
not  once  did  they  find  out  that  they 
were  being  w’atched. 

There  w’ere  only  four  men  besides  Sam 
Cobb  in  the  camp,  and  Arty  guessed 
that  the  others  were  posted  in  different 
places,  some  having  gone  to  Denver,  as 
Cody  had  supposed.  But  on  the  third 
day  another  one  galloped  in,  who  had 
evidently  come  a  long  journey,  and 
there  were  signs  that  the  camp  was  to 
be  broken  up.  A  few  stray  words  which 
I  Arty  overheard  as  he  lay  hidden  close 
I  to  the  men  gave  him  a  clue  as  to  their 
plans,  and  he  knew  that  the  time  had 
come  for  him  to  communicate  wdth 
Buffalo  Bill. 

We  know^  he  reached  Piwash  and  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  wiring  a  long  message  to 
Cody,  but  he  only  did  it  just  in^time. 
He  rode  back  again  towards  the  "camp 
he  had  been  shadowing,  wondering 
whether  the  men  were  still  there,  when 
he  heard  the  sound  of  horses’  hoofs 
coming  towards  him.  Then  Arty  knew 
that  they  were  close  at  hand  and 
making  for  Piwash  Station.  ^ 

It  was  too  dark  to  see  anything  of 
them  as  they  passed  within  fifty  feet  of 
where  he  was  standing.  He  waited  till 
they  had  gone,  and  then  followed  care¬ 
fully. 

Right  up  to  the  line  he  heard  them 
trampling  through  the  woods.  Then 
the  sounds  ceased.  The  men  had 
halted,  and  Arty  dropped  from  his 
horse,'  tethered  it,  and  ran  lightly  till 
the  station  buildings  loomed  up  dark 
on  the  other  side  of  the  track. 

There  was  a  light  still  in  the  station- 
house,  and  Arty  saw  a  man  appear  near 
the  window,  and  recognised  Sam  Cobb. 
Then  the  door  was  thrown  open  and 
three  men  entered,  shutting  the  door  ' 
behind  them. 

Arty  approached  the  station  from  the 
opposite  side.  As  he  got  near  the  faint 


ringing  of  the  telegraph-bell  reached 
him.  Then  he  understood.  Tliey  were 
arranging  their  plans  with  the  rest  of 
the  gang,  but  he  dare  not  approach 
near  enough  to  the  offioe^-door  to  over¬ 
hear  anything.  All  he  could  do  was  to 
crouch  down  and  await  events.  At 
length  he  saw  Myers  carried  away  a 
prisoner  by  Sam  Cobb  and  two  of  the 
men,  the  other  one  remaining  at  the 
station. 

When  Myers  and  his  captors  vanished 
among  the  trees  Arty  Bell  w^alked 
swiftly  to  the  window  from  vhich  the 
light  shone. 

The  man  he  saw  in  the  room  was  just 
looking  at  some  papers  which  Myers 
had  been  working  at. 

Arty  Bell  slipped  round  to  the  door. 
The  well-oiled  catch  moved  noiselessly, 
and  the  door  swung  open. 

The  train-jumper,  interested  in  what 
he  was  reading,  heard  no  sound  till 
Arty’s  voice  broke  the  silence. 

‘‘Don’t  mowe!”  said  the,  agent 
quietly.  “You’re  covered  twice  over!” 

The  other  started  slightly,  but  gave 
no  sign  that  he  had  heard.  He  knew 
it  was  hopeless  to  try  anything. 
Before  he  could  turn  even  to  see  who 
it  was  that  spoke  he  ’would  be  killed. 

“Now,”  continued  Arty,  “if  it  ain’t 
troublin’  you  too  much,  would  you  be 
so  kind  as  tO'  drop  that  belt  to  the 
floor  .^” 


The  man  obeyed,  and  his  heavy 
weapons  struck  the  boards  noisily. 

“Thank  you,”  said  Arty;  “and  now, 
if  you  was  to  walk  to  that  chair  an’ 
jest  naturally  sit  down  in  it,  it  would 
be  more  sociahle^like.” 

Grating  his  teeth  with  rage  the  help¬ 
less  man  could  only  obey,  and  also  put 
Ins  hands  behind  the  chair-hack  as  Arty 
directed. 


me  agent  quickly  made  him  fast  with 
the  piece  of  rope  which  had  so  lately 
served  to  secure  Myers  in  the  same 
position. 

Another  piece  was  tied  round  the 
man  s  le^,  and  then  Arty  Bell  moved 
round  in  front  of  him  and  surveyed  him 
pleasantly. 

good  to  see 

you  sittin  there,  pard  I”  he  cried.  “I’ye 
bin  movm  round  for  a  chance  to  speak 
with  you  for  seventy-two  hours^  mor^' 
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ov  less.  But  I  could  never  git  you  away 
from  your  friends  till  this  blessed 
moment,  and  now  we’ll  jeist  make  up 
for  lost  time.  But  I’ll  make  it  sorter 
comfy  first.’’ 

Arty  ran  to  the  door,  shut  and  bolted 
it,  and  swung  the  shutter  across  the 
window.  Then  he  passed  through  into 
the  other  rooms,  making  all  fast  before 
returning  to  the  kitchen. 

‘‘You  was  talkin’  on  the  wire  jest 
now,  pard.  I  s’pose  you  wouldn’t  tell 
me  what  it  was  all  erbout?  No.  I 
guessed  not !  Then  I’ll  have  to  look  up 
Myers  an’  find  out  from  him.  He  was 
sittin’  just  where  you  is,  I  fancy,  and 
must  have  heard  the  whole  bag  o’ 
tricks:” 

“His  tongue  will  have  stopped  wag¬ 
ging  long  before  you  see  him  again,” 
replied  the  man  savagely. 

“Then  so  much  the  worse  for  you, 
pard.  If  Myers  is  killed,  you  ain’t  got 
long  to  live,  you  mark  my  words!  But 
I  reckon  you  must  excuse  me  a  minute. 
There’s  business  to  attend  to.”  • 

He  got  up,  and,  pushing  the  prisoner 
nearer  to  the  door  of  the  office,  so  that 
he  could  keep  an  eye  on  him,'  got  to 
work  on  the  telegraph  instrument  and 
sent  a  message  to  Buffalo  Bill.  After 
a  long  wait,  however,  he  was  told  that 
the  scout  could  not  be  found  at  the 
address '  he  had  given,  but  should  be 
told  as  soon  as  ever  he,  could  be  got  hold 
of.  This  was  disappointing,  but  there 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  wait. 

The  hours  dragged  wearily  on.  Two 
or  three  times  Arty  wired  again,  but  no 
news  could  be  got  of  the  scout,  and  the 
agent  was  at  his  wits’  end  to  know, 
what  was  best  to  be  done.  If  he  in- 
forined  the  railway  people  of  what  had 
occurred,  the  alarm  might  be  given  and 
the  gang  would  escape  again.  He  felt 
he  could  do  nothing  without  finding  out 
what  Buffalo  Bill  was  doing. 

But  there  was  the  question  of  Myers. 
He  must  be  rescued  for  every  reason, 
and  as  soon  as  it  was  light  enough  Arty 
decided  to  go  on  his  trail. 

What  to  do  with  the  prisoner  was  an¬ 
other  question,  but  this  he  solved  by 
locking  him  up  in  the’  bagg^e-room 
after  gagging  and  double-binding  him, 
so  that  there  was  no  chance  of  his 
escape.  Tken,  as  the  dawn  was  break¬ 


ing,  the  Wells,  Fargo  agent  mounfed 
his  horse  and  rode  off  on  tlie  plainly- 
defined  trail  left  by  the  kidnappers  of 
Clem  Myers. 

CHAPTER  9. 

Cody  Comes  to  Grief. 

Buffalo  Bill,  having  located  his  men 
at  the  Occidental  Hotel  in  Denver,  had 
little  difficulty  in  keeping  in  touch  with 
them.  He  felt  certain  they  w^ere  some 
of  the  gang  he  had  SC'^  at  the  train- 
jumpers’  camp,  though  their  appear¬ 
ance  had  altered  very  considerably. 

They  mixed  sociably  with  the  other 
visitors,  apparently  quite  free  from  any 
anxiety  on  their  own  account. 

Buffalo  Bill,  more  than  half-suspect¬ 
ing  that  they  knew  of  his  presence  in 
the  city,  did  not  attempt  to  disguise 
himself  when  he  paid  visits  to  the  hotel. 
He  even  spoke  to  them  bn  one  or  two 
occasions,  as  men  will  when  frequenting 
the  saihe  place  of  resort. 

Senator  Frohmenger  and  Major  Scott 
were  stopping  at  the  same  hotel,  and 
there  were  so  many  of  the  scout’s 
friends  constantly  in  and  out  of  the 
place  that  the  men  need  have  had  no 
suspicion  that  his  visits  had  anyvtliing 
to  do  with  themselves. 

But' though  Buffalo  Bill  appeared  to 
take  little  notice  of  them  he  was  keei)- 
ing  a  keen  eye  on  their  movements, 
and  doing  all  he  could  to  discover  who 
their  confederates  were. 

In  this  particular  he  was  surprised 
to  find  that  they  had  few,  if  any,  in  the 
town.  They  had  numerous  acquaint¬ 
ances,  mostly  amongst  those  who  fre¬ 
quented  the  hotel,  but  none  of  these 
could  be  suspected  of  having  anything 
to  do  with  the  ti;ain  robberies. 

Buffalo  Bill  could  do  nothing  till  he 
heard  from  Arty  Bell  as  to  the  move¬ 
ments  of  the  rest  of  the  gang,  ai^d  he 
waited  patiently. 

The  men  had  registered  -under  the 
names  of  Rutter,  Standish,  and 
Pringle,  of  San  Francisco. 

On  the  evening  of  the  third  day  Cody 
was  sitting  in  the  corridor  smoking  and 
chatting  with  his  friends,  when  a  mes¬ 
senger-boy  came  in  and  handed  him  a 
note  from  the  telegraph-office. 

It  was  the  long-looked-for  call  from 
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Arty  Bell,  and  tlie  scout  hurried  away 
to  get  the  news. 

What  he  heard  satisfied  him  that 
action  must  be  taken  at  once.  He 
would  have  the  men  at  the  hotel 
arrested,  and  go  off  himself  to  assist 
Arty  in  rounding  up  the  others. 

Buffalo  Bill  left  the  telegraph-office 
hurriedly,  intending  to  go  straight  to 
the  office  of  the  sheriff  and  secure  the 
arrest  of  the  men  in  proper  form.  But 
he  had  not  gone  fifty  yards  when  some- 
I  otie  called  his  name,  and,  turning 
I  round,  he  saw  a  man  running  towards 
i  him. 

!  Almost  at  the  same  instant,  a  thick 
cloth  was  thrown  from  behind  over  his 
head  and  shoulders ;  he  was  dragged 
I  violently  backwards  and  thrown  to  the 
ground. 

Hampered  by  the  cloth,  which  was 
wound  tightly- round  his  arms,  the  scout 
could  do  little  against  his  assailants, 

'  who  instantly  threw  themselves  upon 
him,  and  ^  after  a  desperate  struggle 
secured  his  hands  and  feet.  Then  he 
was  dragged  into  a  neai’-by  house  and 
along  a  passage,  down  some  stairs,  and 
thrown  on  the  floor  of  a  cellar.  Then 
the  cloth  was  drawn  off  his  face,  and  he 
was  allowed  to  breathe  more  freely. 

Three  men  were  standing  over  him, 
but  they  were  masked,  and  he  could 
recognise  none  of  them.  One  of  them 
knelt  down  and  critically  examined  the 
scout’s  bonds. 

He’ll  do,”  he  said,  at  last,  rising  to 
his  feet.  If  he  brealvs  loose  from  that 
I’ll  quit  business  for  good.  I’d  soon 
settle  the  matter  properly,  an’  not  have 
to  tnink  about  him  at  all,  but  I  suppose 
we’ve  got  ter  hold  him.” 

“That’s  the/ orders,.  Burly,  and  we’ve 
got  to  stick  to  them.  The  colonel  lias 
his  own  reasons  for  holding  him,  though 
I  think  with  you  he’d  be  safer  out  of 
it  altogether.  What  did  you  hear  at 
the  telegraph  office  ?” 

“’Bout  enough  to  make  me  want  to 
hear  more.  They  talked  a  lingo  of  their 
own,  and  I  couldn’t  make  head  or  tail 
of  it.” 

“  Where  and  who  was  the  other  man  ?” 

“That  I  don’t  know  either.” 

“Well,  there’s  a  risk  that  brute  Arty 
Bell  has  been  on  the  trail,  but  I  guess 
it  won’t  be  easy  for  him  to  get  on  to  our 


plans.  We  ought  to  hear  from  the 
colonel  pretty  early  to-night.  Get  back 
to  the  hotel,  Dick,  and  wait  for  any 
message.  We’ll  stay  here.” 

The  man  addressed  as  Hick  nodded 
and  left  the  place,  the  others  seating 
themselves  at  a  small  table,  and  help¬ 
ing  each  other  to  the  contents  of  a 
bottle  which  was  placed  there. 

An  hour  passed  before  hurried  steps 
W’cre  heard,  coming  downstairs.  The 
two  men  sprang  up  as  the  door  opened 
and  Hick  reappeared. 

“It’s  all  right,”  he  said  eagerly; 
“there’s  a  message  for  you,  Burly,  to  go 
to  the  telegraph  office.  Sands  has  just 
.  come  on  duty,  and  he’s  been  keepin’  the 
line  open  for  you.  Hurry  up!” 

Ho  went'  off  again,  followed  by  the 
taller  of  the  two  men,  the  other  wait¬ 
ing  behind  to  put  out  the  light,  after 
which  he,  too,  went  out,  and  double- 
locked  the  door  behind  him. 

It  was  in  vain  that  Buffalo  Bill 
strained  and  tugged  at  the  straps  with 
which  he  had  been  secured.  They  were 
old  and  well-seasoned,  and  defied  all 
his  efforts. 

The  time  went  on,  and  no  one 
appeared.  Was  he  to  be  left  to  die  in 
that  dark  cellar!’  No,  that  could  not 
be,  for  the  men  had  said  that  he  was  to 
be  held  by  order  of  Colonel  Headshot. 
But  the  other  words  that  he  had  over¬ 
heard,  coupled  with  what  Arty  Bell 
had  wired  to  him,  convinced  him  that 
another  daring  hold-up  was  meditated. 

The  first  train  to  run  through  over 
the  repaired  trestle  was  due  to  leave 
Denver  at  midnight.  A  large  number 
of  people  were  exi>ected  to  travel  by  it ; 
and  a  good  deal  of  registered  mail,  a 
large  sum  in  gold  and  notes,  and  other 
valuables  would  be  in  the  express  car. 

This  Buffalo  Bill  had  found  out  from 
the  railway  authorities,  and  had  himself 
advised  them  that  there  was  little  like¬ 
lihood  of  the  Headshot  gang  attemptin^^ 
another  hold-up-  so  soon  on  that  secti-'jn 
of  the  line.  ISow,  however,  it  seemed 
not  only  probable,  but  almost  a  cer¬ 
tainty,  that  they  meant  to  strike  again. 

The  scout  ground  his  teeth  as  he 
thought  of  the  way  he  had  been  tricked, 

J  hey  must  have  kept  a  close  watch  on 
all  his  movements,  and,  seeing  the  mes¬ 
sage  delivered  to  him  at  the  hotel,  had 
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bad  him  followed  by  their  secret  agent, 
and  worked  the  ambuscade. 

It  was  fortunate  that  he  and  Arty 
had  used  mostly  Indian  language  when 
communicating  with  each  other.  By 
doing  this  they  had  gained  a  point  in 
the  game,  but  that  would  count  for  little 
unless  Buffalo  Bill  could  get  free  before 
the  express  started. 

A  clock  somewhere  in  the  neighbour¬ 
hood  chimed  the  hour  of  eleven,  then 
a  quarter-past,  half-past,  and  a  quar¬ 
ter  to  twelve.  In  another  quarter  of 
an  hour  the  express  would  steam  out 
of  the  station  with  the  members  of  the 
gang  on  board  ready  to  co-operate  with 
their  comrades  the  moment  the  agreed- 
upon  point  was  reached. 

If  Buffalo  Bill  could  only  get  free 
there  was  time  yet  to  reach  the  station. 
His  prison  was  close  to  it.  He  even 
fancied  he  could  hear  the  bustle  of  the 
crowd  on  the  platforms.  Desperately 
he  struggled  with  his  bonds,  but  the 
'  men  who  had  secured  him  were  no  bun¬ 
glers,  and  he  only  bruised  and  hurt  him¬ 
self  without  effect. 

As  the  scout  paused  for  a  moment, 
exhausted  by  his  efforts,  he  distinctly 
heard  the  shrill  scream  of  the  whistle 
and  the  clanging  of  the  engine  bell. 

The  express  was  starting,  and  he  w^as 
powerless  to  avert  the  mischief.  He 
sank  back  wdth  a  groan,  knowing  that 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  lie  quiet 
and  reserve  his  strength  for  what  was 
coming. 

An  hour  must  have  passed  before  he 
heard  someone  coming  down  the  stairs. 
The  key  was  turned,  and  the  man  called 
Dick  entered,  carrying  a  light,  and 
stood  leering  at  the  scout.  Then  he 
turned  away,  walked  unsteadily  to  the 
table,  and  seiz-ed  the  whisky  bottle. 

Cody  watched  as  the  man  took  a  deep 
pull  at  the  bottle,  sitting  down  after  it 
in  the  chair,  and  grinning  at  the  scout 
again,  his  head  moving  up  and  down 
continuously. 

“  We  done  you  on  ther  post  this  time,’^ 
he  said.  ^^By  now  they’re  gittiiT  ready 
to  pluck  the  birds.  Ho,  ho!  what  a 
game!” 

He  lay  back  in  the  chair  and  broke 
out  into  "boisterous  laughter.  Presently 
he  took  another  pull  at  the  bottle  ;  then, 
taking  out  a  pack  of  cards,  he  began  to 


deal  them  round.  This  went  on  for 
about  ten  minutes,  and  an  idea  then 
occurred  to  Buffalo  Bill. 

‘^You  think  you’re  smart,  I  suppose,” 
he  said,  “but  I’m  blessed  if  you  know 
much  about  poker.” 

“Eh?  What’s  that  you’re  sa^nn’ ?” 
answered  Dick.  “I  reckin  I’ve  forgot¬ 
ten  more  about  the  game  than  you  ever 
knew.” 

“You  seem  to  have  forgotten  all 
about  it,”  sneered  the  scout.  “Poker 
would  come  pretty  expensive  for  you  if 
I  were  to  play  with  you.” 

Dick  looked  at  him  for  a  minute,  then 
at  the  cards  which  he  held  in  his  hand, 
and  back  again  at  the  scout.  Then  he 
got  up  and  walked  unsteadily  to  the 
scout’s  side. 

“Now  I’m  just  a-going  ter  give  you 
a  lesson,  young  feller,”  he  said,  “It’s 
ag’in’  the  rules,  but  I’m  goin’  to  turn 
you  loose  jest  enough  fer  you  to  handle 
the  kyards.  If  you  try  any  monkey’ 
tricks,  off  goes  your  roof.” 

He  dragged  Buffalo  Bill  to  his  feet 
and  began  fumbling  with  the  straps,  the 
scout  chaffing  him  the  while  until  he 
felt  his  hands  free.  His  arms  were  still 
securely  strapped,  however,  and  Dick 
proceeded  to  free  them,  intending  to  do 
so  only  sufficiently  for  Cody  to  get  his 
hands  to  the  front. 

“You’d  better  leave  it  alone,”  Buffalo 
Bill  laughed.  “It’ll  be  better  for  your 
pocket,  any  way and  I’d  just  as  soon 
not  rob  you.” 

Dick,  muttering  and  swearing, 
slipped  the  buckle.  The  scout  felt  the 
•  strap  give,  wrenched  one  arm  free, 
turned,  and  struck  the  fellow  to  the 
ground. 

The  shock  seemed  to  sober  him  in¬ 
stantly,  and  with  a  snarl  of  fury  he 
drew  a  revolver. 

But  Cody,  tied  though  his  feet  still 
were,  gave  the  scoundrel  no  chance  to 
fire.  With  a  bound  he  was  upon  him, 
the  revolver  was  wrenched  from  his 
grasp,  and  next  instant  the  butt  fell 
with  crushing  force  upon  Dick’s  head, 
rendering  him  unconscious. 

The  scout  then  drew  his  knife,  which 
his  captors  had  not  taken  from  him,  and 
speedily  cut  away  the  rest  of  his  bonds. 
Then  he  took  from  the  man’s  pocket 
the  key  of  tho  door. 


THE  BREAK-UP 

Buffalo  Bill  was,  now  free  do  some¬ 
thing  to  thv/art  the  train-jumpers’ 
plans.  He  iwent  out,  relocking  the  door 
behind  him,  mounted  the  stairs,  and 
gained  the  street. 

No  one  was  about.  He  ran  to  the 
station.  It  was  deserted  i^xcept  for  the 
watchman  and  the  telegraph-operator. 
They  started  up  as  the  scout  appeared, 
w^ondering  at  his  dishevelled  looks. 

“  Where’s  the  stationmaster  f'”  he 
asked. 

bed,  I  reckon,”  said  the  oper<*-tor. 

^^Then  go  and  rout  nim  out  instantly. 
Tell  him  Buffalo  Bill  wants  him  in  the 
biggest  hurry.  And  you,”  he  added  to 
the  w’atchman,  ^dinoch  up  the  sheriff  at 
once  and  bring  him  along.” 

The  two  men,  awed  by  the  scout's 
manner,  hurried  away. 

Buffalo  Bill  turned  to  the  instrument  . 
and  tried  to  signal  through.  There  was 
no  answer,  and  exclaimed : 

“  By  heavens !  they’ve  cut  the  wires !” 

In  a  few  moments  the  stationmaster 
came  hurrying  in.  He  had  not  troubled 
to  dress,  merely  throwing  on  a  coat  and 
pulling  on  his  boots. 

“What  on  earth  brings  you  here, 
Cody  ?”  he  cried. 

“About  as  serious  a  thing  as  possible, 
Benne.t.  The  Deadshot  gang  are  on  the 
express,  and  will  clean  it  out  before  we 
can  stop  it.” 

“  We  can  wire  through  to  Bull  Head, 
though!”  cried  the  startled  station- 
master.'  “They  are  not  due  there  for 
a  quartei  of  an  hour  1  ” 

It’s  no  good;  they’ve  had  the  wdres 
cut  somewhere  outside  this  town  1” 

The  clerk  ran  to  the  instrument. 

“By  thunder,  that’s  sol”  he  cried. 
“It  must  have  been  done  within  the  last 
half-hour  or  a  little  more,  for  it  was 
through  to  Penn  City  about  then.” 

“Well,  it  doesn’t  make  much  differ¬ 
ence  ^  when  it  happened.  The  fact 
remains  that  the  gang  are  on  the  ex¬ 
press,  and  we  can’t  communicate  with* 
any  place  ahead  of  them.  They’ve  got  a 
big  start.  At  what  speed  is  the  express 
running 

“  T^venty  to  twenty-five  miles  an  hour, 
and  it’ll  stop  ten  minutes  at  Moville,” 
said  Bennet. 

“And  it’s  not  due  at  Piwash  till  four 
to-morrow  afternoon  .^” 


OF  THE  GANG. 

“About  that.” 

Buffalo  Bill  made  a  rapid  calculation. 

“Have  you  any  engines  in  the  yard.^” 

“Two  or  three.” 

“  How  long  would  it  take  to  get  steam 

“  W'hy,  you’re  not  thinking  of  chasing 
the  express,  surely?” 

“That’s  just  what  I  am  thinking  of 
doing.” 

Bennet  stared  in  wonder  at  the  scout, 
thinking  hard  for  a  minute. 

‘‘Blowed  if  I  don’t  beb’eve  it  could;  he 
done,  too!”  he  exclaimed.  “The  train’s 
travelling  slow  with  that  number  of 
cars;  still,  it’ll  drop  three  of  them  at 
Moville.  With  a  good  engine  you  ought 
to  catch  it  between  Indian  Head  and 
Piwash.  There’s  No.  17  waiting  with 
steam  up  for  the  Omahaga  mail,  and 
I  guess  the  case  is  serious  enough  to 
let  that  wait  for  another  engine.  Come 
along !  Ned  Royce  is  driver,  and  you 
couldn’t  have  a  better  man.” 

'  They  hurried  away  to  the  siding 
where  the  engines  were  standing. 
Royce  was  found  with  his  fii'eman  m  the 
cab,  and  he  expressed  his  opinion  that 
his  engine  could  catch 'the  express. 

At  that  moment  the  sheriff  rushed 
up,  and  was  told  w^hat  had  happened. 

“Right,  Oody,  I’ll  get  some  men  and 
come  along  with  you,”  he  said. 

A  dozen  of  his  posse  w^ere  soon  on 
hand,  and  a  caboose  to  carry  them  was 
coupled  to  the  engine.  Then  Buffalo 
Bill  shook  hands  with  the  stationmaster, 
climbed  into  the  cab,  the -engine  slovdv 
left  the  siding  for  the  main  line,  and 
gathering  speed  with  every  revolution 
of  the  big  driving-wdieels  roared  awav 
in  the  darkness. 

CHAPTER,  10. 

The  Break»up  of  the  Gang, 

The  Denver  Express  was  «oing  slow. 
It  was  on  about  the  worst  section  of  the 
whole  line,  a  very  steep  gradient  con¬ 
tinuing  for  seven  or  eight  miles,  then 
a  comparatively "  level  run,  and  then 
twelve  miles  of  the  hardest  climb  on' 
the  whole  system.  It  was  bad  enough 
for  a  light  train  to  negotiate,  but  the 
express  was  unusually  heavy,  havino- 
three  more  cars  than  it  ordinarily  drew 

even  after  dropping  the  other  three  at 
Moville. 
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"Where’s  the  next  stop?”  asked  one 
of  the  passengers,  as  the  conductor 
walked  through  the  car. 

“Piwash.  We  stop  there  to  take  in 
water.” 

‘^And  to  interview  Colonel  Dead- 
shot  P’  laughed  another  passenger. 

Don’t  you  believe  it!”  cried  the 
guard.  ‘^The  gang  don’t  play  the  game 
that  w’ay.  They  made  their  haul  and 
skipped,  as  they  always  do.” 

“They  wouldn’t  have  much  difficulty 
in  boarding  us  now,”  said  another,  a 
rich  Jew  from  San  Francisco.  “How 
much  longer  are  we  going  to  crawl  at 
this  rate  ?”  » 

“We  shall  get  on  to  the  level  after 
passing  the  next  bend — Boulter’s  Bend, 
as  it’s  called — and  then  we  shall  make 
up  for  lost  time.” 

“We  shall  have  to  go  pretty  fast, 
then,”  said  the  Jew,  as  the  conductor 
passed  on  down  the  car. 

The  mention  of  the  gang,  and  the 
knowledge  that  the  express  was  not  far 
from  the  scene  of  the  last  hold-up, 
started  the  travellers  off  on  the  subject 
again,  and  the  chances  that  they  would 
be  held  up  were  freely  discussed. 

The  general  opinion  was  that  there 
was  very  little  likelihood  of  such  a 
thing,  and  one  man,  a  successful  gold- 
miner  from  the  West,  offered  to  bet  a 
thousand  dollars  that  Colonel  Deadshot 
w’ould  not  appear. 

The  train  was  just  rounding  Boulter’s 
Bend  as  the  Jew  turned  to  him. 

“I  take  you,  sir,”  he  said,  “and  I 
think  you  have  lost  already,”  he  added, 
•as  the  brakes  were  suddenly  applied. 
“The  colonel  is  here!” 

He  spoke  these  w^ords  in  loud,  cutting 
tones,  clearly  heard  above  the  groaning 
and  scraping  of  the  brakes.  The  train 
had  come  to  a  standstill.  The  others 
turned  and  saw  him  with  a  revolver  in 
each  hand,  smiling  blandly  at  them. 

“Don’t  force  me  to  shoot,  gentlemen ! 
I  am  Col^el  Deadshot,  and  the  train 
is  entirely  in  my  hands !” 

His  eyes  seemed  to  see  every  man  in 
the  car,  and  as  the  astounded  and  terri¬ 
fied  passengers  backed  away  from  him 
they  were  horrified  to  see  the  flash  of 
one  of  his  guns ;  there  was  a  deep  groan, 
jind  the  gold-miner  pitched  forward, 
stone  dead,  into  the  gangway. 


“That  comes  of  foolin’  with  his  gun !” 
said  the  colonel  in  such  ^savage  tone 
that  the  hearers  shrank  l^ck  appalled. 
“Hands  up,  the  whole  lot  of  you!  And 
if  one  moves  he’ll  join  company  with 
that  fool.  Now,  Number  Ten,  go 
through  them.  Where’s  Number  Four  ?” 

“Right  here,  colonel!” 

A  man  advanced  from  the  other  door, 
a  brace  of  pistols  in  his  hands. 

“Just  help  to  attend  to  this  lot,  then. 
I  must  get  forward.  No  nonsense,  now. 
The  first  one  that  kicks,  kill  him !” 

ITie  colonel  passed  out,  when  at  that 
moment  the  sound  of  a  rifle-shot  was 
heard.'  Then  another,  and  three  almost 
together. 

The  sound  of  the  firing  increased. 
There  was  evidently  a  fight  going  on 
round  the  car  wdiich  contained  the 
money  and  valuables.  But  shots  also 
appeared  to  come  from  the  timber  to 
the  left  of  the  train.  Was  it  possible 
that  someone  was  trying  to  help  them  ? 

One  of  the  passengers  named  Farly 
Fox  was  an  old  Indian-fighter,  and  he 
Tvas  made  of  harder  stuff  than  the 
others.  Hearing  the  firing,  he  deter¬ 
mined  to  risk  all  and  take  a  hand  in 
the  game.  As  t}>e  train-jumper  called 
Number  Four  was  about  to  “go 
through”  him  according  to  the  colonel’s 
order,  he  snatched  a  revolver  from  his 
pocket  and  shot  the  man  down.  The 
other  train-jumper.  Number  Ten,  at 
once  fired  at  Fox,  wounding  him  in  the 
right  arm,  but  the  plucky  fellow  'was 
quick  to  respond.  Another  bullet  from 
his  revolver,  fired  by  his  left  hand, 
struck  Number  Ten  between  the  eyes, 
killing  him  instantly. 

“Now%  boys,”  cried  Fox  to  the  other 
passengers  in  the  car,  “let’s  make  a 
dash,  get  to  the  timber,  and  see  if  we 
can’t  give  the  skunks  a  bit  more  than 
they  bargained  for.” 

Only  a  few  men  followed  him,  how¬ 
ever,  as  he  w'renched  open  the  door  and 
sprang  out,  and  of  these  a  couple  were 
at  once  shot  down  by  the  train-jumpers 
w’ho  stood  about  on  guard,  causing  the 
others  to  dash  back  into  the  car. 

Farly  Fox  alone  got  away  info  the 
bushes  at  the  side  of  the  track.  From 
this  spot  he  watched  what  w'as  taking 
place. 

The  train-jumpers  seemed  to  be  meet- 
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iiig  with  some  resistance  from  a  few  of 
the  cars,  while  an  occasional  shot  f^om 
different  points  up  the  hillside  brought 
one  after  another  to  the  ground. 

Fox  knew  that  one  would-be  rescuer 
at  least  was  dodging  about  there,  and 
he  decided  to  join  him  if  possible.  He 
made  his  way  steadily  up  the  slope, 
making  off  to  the  left  away  from  the 
train.  He  had  just  turned  to  look 
towa^s  it,  when  a  rifle  rang  out  close 
beside  him,  and  another  of  the  robbers 
dropped  near  the  spccie-car. 

“Good  shot,  pard!”  said  Fox,  as  the 
bushes  parted  and  a  man’s  face 
appeared. 

“AVho  are  you?”  was  the  answer,  as 
the  man’s  gun  was  thrown  forward. 

“Farly  Fox,  of  Idaho.  A  passenger 
by  the  express.  They’ve  pipped  me,  so 
I  came  up  here.” 

“Gosh!  you’ve  had  a  lucky  escape. 
They  don’t  usually  let  anyone  get  away. 
But  come  on.  We  must  shift  again.  My 
name’s  Arty  Bell,  and  my  business  is 
i  skunk-shootin’.” 

As  he  spoke  his  rifle  w^ent  up  like  a 
flash  and  another  man  fell. 

Only  ten  minutes  had  passed  since 
the  train  stopped,  but  all  except  the 
specie^car  and  the  last  one  had  been 
rifled.  •  The  former  seemed  to  be  giving 
a  lot  of  trouble,  and  several  times  the 
muffled  sound  of  a  rifle  told  that  the 
man  in  there  was  making  a  fight. 

But  suddenly  Arty  sat  up  and  listened 
eagerly,  turning  his  head  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  the  bend. 

“Surely  I  can’t  be  wrong,  but  that 
sounded  mighty  like  the  clatter  of  'a 
train.” 

He  laid  his  head  to  the  ground. 

“By  thunder!  that’s  what  it  is,  too! 
She’s  trav’llin’  light,  and  she’s  trav’lin’ 
fast.  We  must  stop  her  before  she  takes 
the  bend.  Them  jokers  hafti’t  heard  her 
yet.” 

Farly  Fox  followed  him  as  he  moved  ' 
rapidly^  towards  the  bend.  Getting 
round  it  they  saw  the  train  coming  up 
the  incline. 

“There’s  only  an  engine  and  caboose!” 
cried  Arty  in  a  disgusted  tone.  “I  was 
hopin’  that  there  would  be  a  gang  of 
chaps  ready  to  back  me  up,  an’  we 
c’u’d  have  euchred  the  gang  on  the  last 
deal,  My!  they’re  racin’,  though.  Git 


down  a  bit  so’s  they  won’t  miss  us. 
That’ll  do.” 

He  tore  off  his  scarf,  tied  it  to  his 
rifle,  and  waved  it  in  the  air.  Fox  also 
waved  his  left  arm,  but  at  first  it  seemed 
that  their  signals  were  not  noticed. 

The  engine  roared  on  with  undimin^ 
ished  speed,  the  smoke  pouring  from 
the  funnel,  the  caboose  swaying  from 
sido  to  side. 

Arty  Bell  continued  to  wave  his  scarf 
as  he  leaped  down  the  slox>e  towards 
’  the  train. 

Then  they  saw  two  or  three  face's 
looking  towards  them  from  the  side  of 
the  cab,  and  a  moment  later  the  train 
slowed  down,  coming  'to  a  standstill 
just  below  them. 

“  Geewillikins !  if  it  ain’t  the  Buifler  1” 
cried  Arty,  rushing  down  at  the  immi¬ 
nent  risk  of  breaking  his  neck. 

Buffalo  Bill  recognised  him  at  the 
same  instant,  and  ran  to  meet  him. 

“  Hurry  up,  Cody  !”  cried  Arty.  “  We 
shall  only  be  just  in  time,  if  w’e  are  that. 
They’ve  stopped  the  express  just  round 
the  bend.  We’d  best  git  there  on  foot, 
or  they’ll  git  scared  if  they  hear  the 
train.” 

-  An  exclamation  of  pleasure  broke 
from  him  as  the  door  of  the  caboose 
opened  and  the  sheriff’s  men  sprang  out. 

“We’d  best  divide  the  men,  sheriff,” 
said  Buffalo  Bill.  “You  take  half  and 
go  on  this  side.  The  others  follow  me.” 

No  more  w^as  said,  and  the  two  parties 
raced  along  the  line  till  the  bend  w'as 
reached,  when  they  took  to  the  trees  on 
each  side  and  made  for  the  train. 

Suddenly  a  loud  explosion  w^as  heard. 

“They’ve  blowm  in  the  door  of  the 
specie-car,”  said  Arty. 

Buffalo  Bill  nodded  and  ran  the 
faster,  his  fleetness  of  foot  carrying  him 
quickly  away  from  the  others.  '  A  hun¬ 
dred  yards  more;  fifty,  ten,  and  then 
the  scout  dashed  out  of  the  bushes 
firing  as  he  ran.  .  ' 

There  were  four  men  standing  close 
to/the  nearest  car.  Tw^o  of  them  fell 
dead,  and  the  third,  badlv  wounded, 
sank  to  his  knees.  The  fourth  filled 
once,  but  dropped  the  second  after  1 

The  alarm  quickly  reached  Coloneij 
Headshot,  who,  having  at  last  succeeded 
m  forcing  the  door  of  the  specie-car  and 
killing  the  brave  guardian,  was  busy 
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with  half  a  ^ozen  of  his  men  in  treak’ng 
open  the  safe  and  seizing  the  contents 
of  the  mail-bags. 

One  of  those  who  were  left  to  guard 
the  passengers  rushed  in. 

‘^For  the  land’s  sake^  colonel,  stop 
that  and  come  outside  !  There’s  a  lot 
of  men  on  to  us,  an’  they’re  led  by 
Buffalo  Bill!” 

For  a  moment  the  colonel  stared  in 
blank  astonishment,  then,  with  a  roar 
like  that  of  a  wounded  lion,  he  rushed 
from  the  car,  followed  bv  his  man. 

As  luck  would  have  it  he  left  the 
car  by  the  side  opposite  to  where  Cody 
was,  so  for  a 'moment' he  saw  no  one. 

“Where  is  he?”  roared  the  colonel. 

He  turned  to  mount  the  car  acain, 
when  a  man  leaped  on  to  the  step  from 
the  other  side.  It  was  Buffalo  Bill,  and 
the  arch-robber  and  the  famous  scout 
were  face  to  face. 

For  one  brief  moment  they  stared  at 
each  other,  then  their  revolvers  went  up 
with  a  movement  that  was  almost  too 
quick  to  follow,  and  the  reports  blended 
together  like  one.  * 

They  ,  both  i  fell,  but  Buffalo  Bill 
regained  his  feet  almost  instantly,  a 
long  line  of  red  just  under  the  brim  of 
the  hat  showing  where  the  colonel’s 
bullet  had  struck  him.  But  the  other, 
struck  right  between  the  eyes,  fell  to 
the  ground,  and  never  moved  again. 

The  rest  of  the  train-jumpers,  ap¬ 
palled  by  their  chief’s  fate,  tried  to 
break  for  the  hills. 

By  tins  time,  however,  the  sheriff’s 
full  force  had  reached  the  train,  and, 
lining  up  in  the  bushes  alongside,  called 
to -the  robbers  to  surrender. 

'  Five  of  them  did  so ;  but  three,  firing 
a^  they  went,  fought  their  way  up  the 
hdl  for  a  short  distance,  dropping,  one 
after  another,  under  the  bullets  of  the 
rescue  party. 

There  was  a  wild  scene  of  rejoicing 
as  the  passengers  crowded  out  of  the 
cars  and  surrounded  Cody,  Arty  Bell, 
and  the  sherHf.  Then,  after  the  excite¬ 
ment  had  died  down  a  little,  a  party 
set  to  work  to  clear  the  line,  which  had 
been  blocked  by  heavy  boulders,  whilst 
the  sheriff’s  men  carried  the  dead  and 
wounded  into  the  cabciose  in  which  they 
had  travelled,  so  as  to  convey  them  to 
Indian  Head. 


A  redistribution  of  the  stolen  effects 
took  place,  and  the  express  at  last  con¬ 
tinued  its  interrupted  journey. 

Buffalo  Bill  and  Arty  went  on  the 
express,  and  the  latter  related  his 
adventures. 

It  appeared  that  after  Arty  left 
Piwash  he  had  tracked  the  train- 
jumpers  almost  as  far  as  the  bend.  Cer¬ 
tain  trails  that  he  noticed  showed  that 
a  number  of  others  had  ridden  up  from 
different  points,  so  that  there  was  quite 
a  large  force  in  front  of  him. 

Nothing  daunted,  he  went  on  till  ho 
came  in  touch  with  them,  and  watehed 
till  they  went  off  to  prepare  the  ambush, 
leaving  Clem  Myers  securely  bound  and 
the  horses  tethered. 

Arty  had. soon  released  the  operator, 
and  sent  him  back  with  all  the  horses  to 
Piwash,  telling  him  to  wire  for  help  up 
and  down  the  line.  Then  he  had  lain 
about  in  the  timber,  unable  single- 
handed  to  do  anything  to  stop  the  train- 
jumpers,  thougli  he  had  done  some  littlo 
damage  from  ambush,  as  he  modestly 
put  it. 

When  the  train  reached  Piwash  the 
man  whom  Arty  had  left  a  captive 
there  was  placed  with  the  other 
pnsoners.  Then  the  express  carried 
the  whole  party  to  Blue  Branch,  where, 
after  a  brief  trial,  the  train- jumpers 
paid  the  penalty  for  their  crimes. 

THE  END. 
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Are  You  Sporty  ?  If  so, 

The  WHITTALL  AIR 
PISTOL  will  provide 
you  with  the  most  en¬ 
tertaining  pastime  you 
have  ever  had.  British  Boys  are 
now  enabled  to  practice  shooting 
with  an  all-British  Air  Pistol.  The 
“Whittall*’  is  ideal  for  bottle  and 
target  shooting,  &c.  Boxed  with 
slugs  and  darts.  6  6  each,  postage  1/-  extra. 
Lists  Id.  FItANK  CL.IUKE,  Pellets,  6,  Whit¬ 
tall  Street,  Birmingham.  Be  sure  to  address 
•*  Pellets  ”  dept. 


Ws^nted  Once 

AMBITIOUS  YOUNG  MEN  FOR  BIG  ADVENTURE 

The  biggest  adventm-e  in  the  game  of  life-tl.e  greatest  enterprise  offering  widest 
scope  tor  individuality — with  line  prospects  of  success  is  BUoIiNrjt^^. 

Those  brave  men  who  sailed  the  seven  seas  to  build  trade  for  Britain  were  called 
'  Merchant  Adventurers.  'I'hey  ventured  and  they  won.  But  they  used  miagina- 
tion  and  planned.  They  mapped,  charted,  advanced,  and  conquered  by  a  set 
plan.  Every  successful  young  man  has  risen  to  position,  power,  and  pay  this 
way.  Follow  this  advice  and  YOU  will  be  one  of  the  succe.sses  of  life. 

Decide  what  you  are  goincf  to  he.  Not  merely  what  you  “want”  to  be,  hut 


“mean  ”  to  be. 


Be  positive  and  voudl  get  there,  then  set  up  a  burning  clesi/e  to  attain  joui 
ambition.  Then  you '  take  action — action  wins.  Tell  yourself  that  you  are 

marked  for  position  and  pay.  Think  it  often.  Thoughts  take  .shape  in  physical 
action.  It  is  the  way  great  leaders  and  doers  of  things  acted.  Write  or  call  for 
the  booklet  telling  you  all  about  your  job.  We  have  it.  It  is  yours  for  the  asking. 
It  is  free.  You  are  under  no  obligation.  But  you  will  owe  us  a  whole  lot  of 
thanks  in  a  few  years  from  now— when  you’re  “big.”  We  have  “  made  ”  many 
thousands  of  “  b’ig-job  ”  men  these  last  31  years,  many  of  whom  were  not  so  “live” 
perhaps  as  you.  But  it  rests  so  much  with  you  just  at  this  particular  time.  Do 
this— get  that  descriptive  book  in  your  hands  by  to-morrow’s  post.  Just  send  a 
postcard  with  your  name,  address,  and  your  occupation  to 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS,  LTD., 

7.')r,  Tnternatioiial  Buildings.  Kingsway,  W.C.2. 


/jyj-PAGE  BOOK  ABOUT  HERBS  AND  HOW  TO  USE 

THEM,  2(1.  Send  for  one.  —  TRIMNELL,  The 
Herbalist,  144,  Richmond  Rd.,  Cardiff.  Established  1879. 

ON  SALE  EVERYWHERE. 

/ILOi^E  FOOTBALL  STORIES 

THE  BEST  FOOTER  YARNS  OBTAINABLE. 

V 

YOURS 

'Ills  handsome  full-sized 
rent’s  Lever  Watch  sent 
ipon  receipt  of  I/-  After 
approval  send  i/-more. 
the  balance  may  then 
be  paid  by  6  monthly 
i Instalments  of  2/-  each. 

Guaranteed  o  years. 

Chain  offered  free  with 
every  watch.  Cash  re¬ 
turned  in  full  if  dissatisfied.  Send  !/■ 
now  to  Ltd.  (D(‘pt,  37i) 

SII'SCX. 


A  Hifih-Class  Guaranteed 

LEVER  WATCH  FREE 

■e  lour  lines  ol  letters  in 
tills  square  stand  for 
two  boys’  and  two 
^Irls’naines.  We  gua¬ 
rantee  to  send  y^u, 

Absolutely  Free, 
our  famous  Guaranteed  Lever 
Watch  (Sadies’ or  genes’)  if  yon  sena 
ns  the  correct  names;  but  yon  must 
comply  with  our  ctindition  j  and  prtv 
mlse toshow  the  Watch  toydur  friends, 
as  we  wisli  to  advertise  our  goods.  It 
costsyoti  nothing  to  try,  so  send  at 
once.  J5n close  stamp  for  rej)ly 

London  General  Supply  Assn.,  (Dept.  .\) 

72,  I'insbnrv  Pavemont,  London,  E  t:. 
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AiECCANO 

THE  FINEST  HOBBY  IN  THE 
WORLD  FOR  BOYS 


Not  only  this  fine  Eiffel  Tower,  but  scores 
of  other  equally  interesting  models  can 
easily  be  built  with  Meccano.  Motor  Cars 
with  real  gears  and  brakes,  Trains  that  run 
by  electricity,  Looms  that  weave  real  ties 
and  ribbons. 

There’s  no  end  to  the  fun  you  can  have  with 
Meccano — fun  while  you  build  the  models, 
fun  while  you  work  them,  and  fun  when 
you  take  them  to  pieces.  You  never  tire 
of  Meccano.  No  skill  or  study  is  needed. 

The  big  Book  of  Instructions  included  in 
each  Outfit  makes  everything  clear. 


Great  £250  Prize  Competition 


Closing  dat^,  APRIL  17th.  1923. 

Here  is  a  splendid  chance  for  keen, 
inventive  boys.  We  offer  big  prizes  for 
the  best  original  models.  Full  particu¬ 
lars  can  be  had  from  your  Toy  Dealer, 
or  by  writing  to  Meccano  Ltd.,  Binns 
Road,  Liverpool. 


TO  BOYS! 

Tills  is  a  nevr  and  splendidly 
illustrated  book  telling  of  all 
the  good  things  which  come 
from  Meccanoland,  where  the 
best  boys’  toys  are  manufac¬ 
tured,  No  boy  should  be 
without  this  wonderful  book. 

HOW  TO  GET  A  FREE  COPY 

Just  Show  this  page  to  three  chums  and  send  us 
their  names  and  addresses  with  your  own.  Put  No.  66 
after  your  name  for  reference.  Write  to-day. 


Meccano  Prices 

No.  0 

Outfit 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

No.  1 

Outfit 

•  •  f  •  •  • 

No.  2 

Outfit 

No.  3 

Outfit 

•  •  •  * 

No.  4 

Outfit 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

No.  5 

Outfit 

•  •  •  «  •  • 

No.  6 

Presentation  Outfit  in 

Oak  Cabinet 

No.  6 

ditto 

ditto 

No.  7 

ditto 

ditto  ... 

5/- 

8/6 

15/- 

22/6 

40/- 

55/- 

85/- 

140/- 

370/- 


Transporter  Bridge 


BINNS  ROAD  :  LIVERPOOL 
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